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| PROLOGUE. 


(Written by Mr. Dryden.) _. 


| Ere you but half ſo wiſe as you're ſevere,,.... 
Our youthful Poet ſhou'd not need to fear ; 
To his gow years your Cenſures you wou'd [ait; 


Not blaſt the Bloſſom, But expeft the Fruit. 
The Sex that beſt does pleaſure underſtand, 

Will alwayes chuſe to err on i other hand. 

They check not him that's Aukward in delight, 

But clap the young Rogues Cheek, and ſer him right. 

Thus heartwd well, and fleſh't vpon his Prey, 

The youth may ffeve « may another day ; 

For your. wn ſabes, inflrutt. him wheh be' out, 

Tow! find him mend his work at every bout. 


When ſome yohtg lafty Thief #3 paſſing by, Z 


How many of your tender Kind will tty, 

A proper Fellow, #9 he (hou d dye. 

He might be ſawd, and thank ns for our pains, 
There's ſuch a ſtock of Love withifs hit Veins. 
Theſe Arguments the Women may pe 
But move not you, the Brothers t Trade, 
Who ſcattering your Infefion through the Pit, 
With aking | and empty Purſes fit, * 
To take your dear Five Shillings worth of Wit. 
The praiſe you give him in your kindeſt mood, 
Comes drilling rom you, juſt like drops of blood ; 
And then you clap ſo civilly, for fear _ 
The loudneſs might offthd your Neighbours tar ; 
That we ſuſpet your Gloves are lin'd within, 

For filence ſake, and Cottend next the kin. 
From theſe Uſurpers w# tppeal t6 you. 

The only knowing; only judging few 

Tou who in private have this Play allowd, 
Ought to maintain your Suffrage to the Crowd: 
The Captive once (abmitted to your Bands, 

Tou ſhou'd proteit from Death by Vulgar hands. 


Q F SJ » 


King of Scythia. 


T hoes: 


Tthacus.  Circe's Son by Ulyſſes. 
Oreftes. A Prince of Argos. 
Pylades. His Friend. 

Pluto. 

Priefits. 

Spirits. 


S— 


Circe, Queen of Seythia. 


Ofmida. Daughter to T hoas by 
a former Queen, 
 Tpbigenia Prieſtels to Diana 
T aurica. 


ClytemneSira's Ghoſt, 
Four Nymphs uſed by Circe in her 
Charms, 
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ACT, I. 


Scene Circes Cave. 


I 


Thoas, Iphigenia, Guards and Attendants. 
Iph. HIS, ſure, is the ſad Region of Deſpair, 
Where after Death the guilty Souls repair : 
Here is no promiſe of a blooming Spring 3 
No chearful light awakes the Birds to ling; 
The blaſted Trees no leaves or bloſſomes yield, 
On their bare tops Owls pearch, and Ravens build. 
Tho. Thoſe Spirits gladly in theſe Shades obey, 
Who ficken at the view of brighter day. 
In this dark place ſhut up from mortal fight, 
My Queen converſes with the God of.Night, 
Prepares her Poyſons, mutters holy Words as 
Herbs for her Charms, th* unwholeſome ſoil affords ; 
Here ſhe has promiſed, from their dark abodes, 
By her ſtrong Art t raiſe th' internal Gods, 
. And tonnquire our Fate, 
Iph. — — Can Heaven decree 
That any lucky Star ſhould ſmile on me. 
| How long a Captive muſt I here remain ? 
How long my hands with horrid murders ſtain ? 
A Goddeſs, who in humane blood delights, 
Grdains me to perform her impious Rites. 
Ye Pow'rs that Rule the World, ſhall I nomore 
My Country ſee, nor Houſhold Gods adore £ 
Tho. Oh, [phigenia, when thoſe prayers you make, 
& When you beg leave this Region to forſake, | 
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So ſoftly ſpeak, that none but Heaven may hear, 
With the harſh words wound not a Lovers ear. 
For freedom, cruel Maid, in vain you ſue, 

The Pow'rs above will be as deaf as you. 

Alas! whatpity can you hope to meet, 

Who let poor Lovers languiſh at your feet ? 
Whocan behold with unrelenting eyes, 

A wretched King, who for your Beauty dies ? 

Iph. Where are your Oaths? How often have you ſworn? 
Your guilty paſſion ſhould in ſecret burn, [_ Angerh, 
Muſt 1 by death your perſecutions flic? 
I am not ſo confin'd, but I can die. 


Second Scene, 


Enter Tthacus. 

Iih. E'r we invoke the Gods, I hither come 
From Tphigenia's mouth to know my doom 3 
From you my life or death, I humbly wait ; 

*T is you, and not the Gods that rule my Fate» 
The chaſe of Glory I no more purſue, 
Forgetting Arms, Ilanguiſh here for you. 
Love may incite the young to hunt for fame, 
But Beauty then mult the reward proclaim. 

I ack but hope, it is a (tender fare, | 
But the Camelion-Lovecan hve on air. 

Iph. Like ſome miſtaken Zealot you apply 

True worfhip to the wrong Divinity. 

Adore the fair O/mida far more bright 

And beautiful than firſt created light 3 

More innocent than Beauty was before 

It ſtudied wit, or coſtly Drefles wore. 

Her mind is noble, we her greatneſs free, 
Her Soul, like Hcaven, full of bleſt harmony : 
Unleſs unquiet Love ſome diſcord moves, 
Which you mult pardon, fince*tis you ſhe loves : 
Of all thoſe Graces prodigal to you,- 

For which in vain the reſt of Mankind ſue. 

Tho. It we by Policy could govern love, | 
My Daughter's ſighs this noble Prince might move 3 


Since he for ſudden exile muſt prepare, 
Or, marrying her, be made the Empires Heir ; 
Loudly the People for this Union call, 
And their Rebellious fury threatens all : 
But I the Magick of your Beauty know 
Too well to blame what Love compels him to. 
Ih. Before I ſaw your Daughter I had paid 
My Loves firſt Tribute to this charming Maid; 
And then the Empire vainly. did enjoyn, 
Thatl ſhould give a heart, which was not mine. 
Iph., Fl hear no more, it is too great a fault, 
But to endure your Criminals aflault ; 
In Vertue's combat they that keep the Field, 
Almoſt as guilty are, as they that yield: 
Vertue by flight ſecures it ſelf, [ I: going 
Ith. — _ O ſtay. 
To my dark hopes will you afford no day ? 
Promiſe at leaſt you will beſtow your Love, 
As you'r directed by the Pow*rs above. 
ph. What they command I never ſhall decline, 


To Heav'n my will and perſon I reſign. 
Scene Third. 
Tothem Oſmida. 


O/m. 1 have my Sexes paſſions, want their Art 3 
For by my eyes ſtill I betray my heart: 
Thither to gaze on him my Soul does haſte, 
And in kind looksI all my wn waſte. 
Ib, Behold the fair O/aridanow appears, : 
Her beauteous eyes are full of love and-tears. 
Tho, Poor Virgin ! my commands at firſt did make [To Oſm. 
Thoſe wounds thou didl(t but in obedience take. 
Oſze. You bademe all thoſe modeſt fears remove, 
Which guardat firſta Virgins heart and love. 
Admire not, if I yerlded to his Charmes, 
When you had taken from me all my Arms 
But Ithacss fince you my love deſpiſe, 
I with a juſt diſdain will arm a, Eyes. 
2 


 *TTRCE. 
And in my Breaſt Iſhall retain no fire, ' 
But what my Anger and Revenge inſpire. 
1th. Madam, oppreſs not thus my finking Fate, - 
I bear already a too heavy weight : | 
Ah! rather an unhappy wretch deplore, 
Who dies, becauſe he cannot love you more ; 
My Heart's a Priſoner, if it Freedom gains, 
It ſhall but be to wear O/mida's Chains. . 
Oſm. That Iphigenia's Empire would but be 
As (hort as thou wilt find my hate of thee. 
Like a kind Parent, I forgive, and take 
Any ſubmiſſion he is pleas'd to make. 


Scene Fourth. 


Enter Circe with four Women. 
Cir, Reproach to thy great Father, and tome / | Tolthacus. 
The wiſe Oly/es does not live in thee; 
Would he to Love have ſacrific'd a Throne? 
Ah Son ! this weakneſs, or thy Race difown. 
dh, Blame not my Paſſion, Madam ! Love and Hate, 
Are leſs at Mans diſpoſal-than his Fate. 
Cir. But let this Monarch your Example prove,[ Pointing to Tho. 
He knows by int'reſt how to govern Love. 
To me hegave his hand with treach rous art, 
When Iphigenia did pollc(s his Heart. 
Ungrateful King, Love on ! but know I bear 
The Thunder that can puniſh you and her. 
Ib. His Paſſion I with grief and trouble ſce, 
You cannot ſuffer more by Jealouſie, 
Cir. Curs'd be her eyes, curs'd be that fatal day, 
When ſhe at Awlzs on the Altar lay: [ To Tph. 
Why did the cruel Gods prevent thy fall? 
Thoſe Gods which for thy death before did call”? 
No Victim, great Diana could appeaſe, * 
The Warriour's Janguiſh'd in ignoble eaſe. 
No Ship could ſpread her Sails, for every wind 
Offended Heaven, did in deep Caverns bind. 
Troy's Genius ſmil'd, to fee the Fates oppoſe 
: The Sea and Wind, againft her pow'rful Foes. 


Then 


CIRCE;, 
Then Calchas cry'd, here we muſt ever lie, 
Unleſs the Princeſs Iphigenia die. 
The Gods require her bloud ; Calchas is ſent 

To fetch the Virgin from the Royal Tent. 

From her ſad Mother's boſom'ſhe is caught, 

And by her Father to the Altar brought. 

Calchas prepar'd to give the fatal wound, 

VVhen from above was heard a heavenly found ; 

It was Diana's voice, who from a Cloud 
Pronounc'd thisSentence to the wondring crowd. 
Your Princeſs ſhall not on my Altar bleed, 

She is for Holy Myſteries decreed : 

To Taurice1 will the Virgia bear, 

Through the unbeaten Region of the Air. 

Now thou art come our Empires peace is loſt, 

My vaſt deſigns for greatneſs are all croſs'd. 

Iph. Calchas ! how dull and lazy was thy zeal, 
VVould I bad perill'd by the ſacred Steel, 

VVould I had died at Az/is, in this place 
I paſs a life unworthy of my Race. 
My hands are ever ſtain'd in humane blogd, 
And arm'd againſt the innocent and good. 

Circ. Your hands do far leſs miſchief than your eyes, 
For which that poor ignoble Rebel dies [ Pointing to Itha.. 
You, Ithacrs, have by this Paſſion ſtain'd : 
All the Renown, which you in Arms bad gain'd ; 
Givc a great Victim to your Countries good, 

And fave vaſt Torrent of the Scythian blood. 

O/m. Urge him no more, fince *tis his happineſs, 

I wiſh he ev*n my Rival may poſlels. 

And may ſhe love the Prince as well as 1, 

I know my remedy muft be to die 3 

VVith Thee no Rebel will diſpute the Throne. 
None will conſtrain thy heart, when 1 am gone. 

Itha. My Conſtaney a barren Heart has till'd, 
VVhich to my labouring Hopes, no fruit will yield, 
AndI refuſe a Paſlton kinder far, 

Than that which Deitics to Mortals bear : 
Not Iphigenia can more charming be, 
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Tho' partial Love makes her ſeem ſo to me. ' -[ Looking on Oſmid, 
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Which with Oſmid« he denies to ſhare. 


CIRCE. 


Tle look my ſelf into your ſofter pow'r, 

And now, methinks, I only you adort, 
Rebel my injur'd Heart, and nobly riſe 
Againſt thoſe Tyrants, 1phigenia's eyes. 

Each thought does repreſent her now leſs fair, 
And all conſpires 1 ſhould your Fetters wear. 

Om. Oh weak reſolves! that angry Lovers make, 
Which they are led inſenſibly to break, 

Safe in thy hearts ſtrong Fortreſs Love remains, 
And ſmiles to ſee thee ſtruggle with thy Chains; 
One look your reſolutions will defeat, 

And make you ſigh for pardon at her feet. 

[th. Your very Grace my fainting ſenſes arms 
Againſt the force of all her poweriul Charms. 

I can look on, and yet her Charms deſpiſe; [Looks ox Tphigenia, 
And thus provoke the Magick of her eycs. 
Now to regain my freedom lT begin. 
O/zz. How faſt he ſucks the ſubtil! poyſonin / 
Ith. Thus I her Image from my boſom tear, 
And hate her now——- yet ſhe is wondrous fair. 

_ Too well this language of the Eyes I know, 
Each look an Extafie of Love does ſhew. 

Ith. By Heav'ns! when this brave Onſet I would make, 
My Heart grows faint, and all my ſinews ſhake. 
Revenge and anger, which ſhould ſuccour me, 

Like Cowards flie, when I her Beauty ſee. 
And now I melt into more tendernels, 


' Than artleſs Maids in their firſt loves expreſs. 


Oſze. Poor Prince, I will-not blame, but pity thee. 
Thou art irreparibly loſt like me. 
With ſome ſoft pleaſure we'l delude the care 
And torment which we ſuffer by diſpair. 
I will with Tears deplore your miſery, 
And you with gentle ſighs (hall pity me. 
[th. lhave one torment, Madam, more than you, 
I muſt diſpair, and be ungrateful too. 
Circ. By Force and Art I had a Scepter won, 
Of which theſe Rebels will deprive my Son. 
They all refute that he a Crown ſhould wear, 


CIRCE. 


Thus Love does humane Policy deſpiſe, 
And laughs at all the Councels of the Wile. 
Ith. To pardon Criminals and bleſs them too, 
Oaly belongs to Deities and you : [ To Circe 
You muſt do both, from you we hope a Cure, 
For all thoſe Ills which we from Love endure. 
The Gods ſome ſecret Remedy may find, 
To cure the wounds of each afflifted mind. 
Raiſe the infernal Pow'rs by your ſtrong Charms. 
Cir. To your Requeſts I will indulgent prove, 
But Heav*n it (elf has little pow'r o'r Love. 
O/zr, I from the Gods only to death pretend, 
*Tis in that point my Miſeries muſt end. 
Cir. You muſt retire; theſe Sacred Myſteries, 
With Reverence we conceal from common Eyes. 
Tho. My Soul is with ſome mighty Fate oppreſt, 
My Heart does pant and ſtruggle in my Breaſt. 
I feel I know not what, that ſayes I am 
For one that loves, and is a King, too tame, 
How weakly Reaſon too reſiſts Deſire ? 


And like ſmall Show'rs does but augment the Fire. 
[ Ex. all but Circe.. 


The Scene opens to the inward part of the Cave. 
The Infernal Prieſts enter. 


Sung by Circe's Women at the Infernal Sacrifice. 
Prieſts joyn in. the Chorus. 


WW: muſt aſſemble by a Sacrifice | 

\ Thoſe Demons, who dorange about the Skies, 
Their neceſſary aid you uſe, 

Thoſe poyſonons Herbs and Roots to chuſe, 

Which mingled, and prepar d by ong Art, 

Do to your Charms, their cheifeſt Force impart. 
Your Cenſors to the Altar take, 

And with Arabian Gums fireet Odours make. 

. The Air with Muſick gently wound,\. 
Sweet ſmells they love, and every pleaſing ſound, — 


Cir. 


8 CIRCE. 


Cir. The ſtrangling Demons, Harmony can fix, 
Calls home the Sences of the Lunaticks; 
And which is moſt , in Temples does prepare, 
And can aſſemble Man's wild thoughts to Prayer. 


They all walk up the Altar. 
Prieſts Sing. 
I, 


C7 every Demon who &re/ees 
The Fates of mighty Monarchies, 
And orders how they riſe and ſet, 
All zou who Love and Laſt inſpire, 
And kindle wild Ambition's Fire, 


The dang'roms Sickneſs of the Great. 


Chor. Circe, the Daughter of the Sun obey, 
Or in his guilded Beams you ne're ſhall play. 


II, 
Tou who hatch FaGions in the Court, 
Sedition in the meaney ſort, 
Amoneſt the Piows, holy Strife, 
Tumults in Camps, in Senates too, 
Thoſe diſcords which the good undoe , 
| All, all, that wait on humane life. 
Chor. Circe, the Daughter of the Sun obey, 
Or in his guilded Beams you nere ſhall play. 


- Enter four Spirits. 

Cir.Bring me the Juice of every Plant — 
Which grows in thoſe infeQious Shades, 
Where Nature hid , corrupts or fades - 

Of all that temperate heat, or moiſture want. 

Bring me the luſtful Motaci/a's Blood, 
And Vervain againſt Thunder good. 
The juice of baneful Aconite : 


The black and melancholy qualities of theſe. 


By ſympathy, the God of Darkneſs pleaſe, 
Whom I muſt raiſe up to his hated light. 


Kaz 


__" kd £ 


Exit ONe O0Tth 


Te - 


"I" yp 


CTIRCE. 


Sung by one of Circe's Women alone. 


'B Overs , whoto their firſt Embraces go , 


Are ſlow and languiſhing , compar d to you; 


In ſpeed you can out do the winged Wind, 


And leave , even Thought , creeping and tir'd behind. 
A Spirit riſes, and lajes a Farre at Circe's feet. 


Sung by Circes Women, 
Ehold, quick as thy thought , 


Th lngredients of thy Spells are brought ,' 
By which thy diſmal Bus neſs muſt be wrought. 


Great Miniſter of Fate, 
In this deep Cave you " of State, 


Famine and Peſtilence about you wait ; 


At your dread Word they Hy through every Land, 


Whilſt their fierce undiſcerning rage, 
| Does pity neither Sex nor Age, 


Death is as blind as Love, at your command. 
Chorus. Each Plant and Herb have all their poyſon ſent 1, 


On what new miſchief is your Magick bent 2 


Cir. WhiPſt on the Earth this Juice I pour, [Tothe Magicians, 


And that the Prieſts their ſolemn Anthem ſing, 
Do you tread on this holy flour, 


Thoſe myſtick Figures, ſacred to th' Infernal King, 
[ Magicians dance, 


A Prieſt fings alone. 


Luto, ariſe / 


From thoſe bleſt ſhades were Kings, and Lovers are, 
Where thoſe no torment have from State and Care; 


And theſe feel not the torment of Deſpair. 
: The Second Part of the Dance. 


Luto, ariſe / 
From thy bleſs Kingdom of Equality 


Where Birth , Wealth, Beauty have no tyremy, 


Where all Mankind are Sw fore to thee. 


- Ccene | 


CIRCE. 


Scene Fifth. 
The Earth opens, Pluto ariſes in a Chariot drawn by Black Horſes, 
Circe, Pluto, Prieſts, Spirits. 


Plut. Why do you call me from Eternal night, 
Unwilling, to the World's more guilty light # 
Cir. Ido conjure thee , by her conqu'ring Eyes 
Which even had pow'r to makea God their prize, 
Pity thoſe Lovers, who indure more pain , 
Than all the Damn'd thy Empire does contain. 
Vouchſafe in Fates myſterious Books to read, 
What for my Son and Huſband is decreed. 
Plat. *Tis deſtin'd by a pow'r which Gods obey, 
That both ſhould meet a cruel fate this day. 
Cir. Each word has been a thouſand deaths to me, 
Ah take my Soul to the dark Shades with thee ! 
Plut, Great Circe, weep no more,Love ſhakes his Dart, 
The lawful terrour of each noble heart, 
And cries aloud, what Deity can dare 
Profcribe thoſe {laves,who my bleſt fetters wear? 
P le puniſh all, by fatal Szzx, he ſwears 3 
And this he ſpoke with Frowns, but more with Tears. 
The Gods like fearful Senates, all debate, 
And their harſh Sentence ſtrive to maderate. 
Cir. Juſt Heaven } | 
Ply.———— Love from the Gods at laſt obtain'd, 
That by one means their ſafety may be gain'd 3 
This day two Noble Youths from Argos come, 
Who travel hither by Apo//o's doom. 
Let one, according to your Emprres law, 
Be offcr'd to Diana Tanrica. 
If one of theſe a Sacrifice be made, 
They may the Sentence of the Gods evade. 
Whom your fair Priefteſs chooſes, let him fall, 
A bloody Victim to attone for all, 
I can no more indure this hated light, *x She waves her Wand, 
Reſtore me to the peacctul arms of night. 2 and he deſgend 
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CIREGE: II 


Cir. This to the King, and to my Son relate; | To the Prieſts, 
Do you ttFarrival of theſe Strangers wait, | To the Spirits, 
And ſocontrive, that by ſfome'pow*'rful Charms, 

They be depriv'd of all defenſive arms. Ex. Prieſts 
With anger and revenge I've play'd too long, and Spirits. 
Now it is time that I reſent my wrong. 

Perfidious King, I have refolv'd thy Fate, 

Thy 1phigenia too {hall ſhare my hate. 

Sullen and dark the Planets all appear ! 

As if ſome diſmal Fate were hatching there, 

Some mighty ill is threatned to us all, 

Witneſs you Gods! 1 donot fear to fall ; 

But Te not die alone: At'Death I de ſmile, 

Were all the world to be my Funeral Pile. [ Exit, 


ACT IL 


Scene the Grecian Fleet. 


Oreſtes, Pylades. 


Oreſ. HIS is that happy place, my g=nerous Friend ; 
Where *tisdeclar'd my Miſeries ſhall end ; 


Thoſe miſeries which had batter'd downthis Fort, 

But that their ſhock you help me to ſupport : 
I do, in our harmonious friendſhip, find 
Muſick to charm the frenzy of my Mind. 

Py. Uſeleſs is all my friendly art and care, 
W hat I would heal is feſter'd by deſpair; 
Within your ſelf a ſolemn Court you call, 
And ateach hour by your own Sentence fall ; 
Condemning an unhappy Paricide, 
V Vhom all the world would have abſoly'd beſide. 
No more in theſe dark Clouds of griefappear. 

Oreſz. 'Tis, Pylades, the ſhape which Guilt ſhould wear. 
A Mothers name ſhould have had power to charm 
With ſacred Reverence my guilty Arm: 
Ah ! though ſhe did my Royal Father. kill, 
And ſtain his Bed , ſhe was my Mother (till. ul 
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I ſhonld have left her to the Pow'rs Divine 
Juſtice was Heaven's Prerogative, not mine. 
Py. Heav'ns diſtant power ill men but little fear, 
Who muſt be kept in awe by what isnear ; 
They impudently fin, becauſe they know 
The Good to Heav*ns {low Court of Juſtice go, 
And Judgments are (o long in coming thence, 
That guilt may Weary praying Innocence : 
Think not the Gods , likelazy Monarchs, give 
To their bold Subjetts their Prerogative 3 
Heav*n, had it thought that great revenge its due, 
Would ne're have let it been uſurp'd by you. 
Oreſt. This Region is that famous Temples feat, 
Where men with humane blood their Goddeſs treat. 
To end my griefs it is, perhaps, decreed 
That on Diana's Altar I ſhould bleed. 
My Pylades ! this diſmal place forſake; 
You may perhaps the Second Vidttim make. 
Ah flie ! this morning Sacrifice declares 
That Scthia's bloody Zeal no Stranger ſpares. 
P;. &h my dear friend / [Pylades ſighs, 
Oreſt What does your ſorrow mean ? 
Py. Would I had nerre the fatal Temple ſeen, 
T hey had perform'd the holy Rites before 
Your thoughtful ſteps had reach'd the Temple Door, 
A lovely Youih did at the Altar bow, 
Garlands, and manly Gracg adorn'd his Brow ; 
When a bright Virgin with a folemn pace, 
' All drown'd in tears approach'd the holy place. 
How beautious was her Grief ! the dreſs ſhe wore 
Declar'd that ſhe the bloody office bore z 
She took the crooked Knife , and gave the wound ; 
The murder'd Vi&tim panted on the ground. 
Whilſt Idid ſomcthing in my Boſom feel, 
That wounde!! deeper than'the ſacred Steel. 
Oreft.Dctend your Heart, that nwuſt not be a Prize 
To any, but your Iphigema's Eyes. 
The Oracle at-Delphos did declare 
E ſhould recover thar 19(t Sitter here ; 
Heav'n has pronounc'd that the mn'; 'e your Bride, 
Fate has the ſacred Knot already iy | 
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P,, No, no, my heart is from my Boſom flown, 
And 1 amfilſe to you and friend{hip grown. 
Our Eyes at laſt, to perfe& my defeat, 
With trembling pleaſure, and confuſion meet, 
Her lovely paleneſs haſty bluſhes dy'd, 
And ſhe with haſte thoſe bluſhes ſtrove to hide : 
But ſuddain grief benighted ſoon her Eyes ; 
I trembled to behold the Tempeſt riſe. 
She wept, and pointed to the Temple Door, 
She ſhew*d her handsall ſtain'd with humane Gore, 
As if ſhe meant I ſhould that Temple flie, 
At whoſe ſad Altar wretched Strangers die. 
Oreſt. I that laſt ation ſaw, and did advance 
To wake your ſenſes fromſo deep a France. 
I faw the Prieſteſs, and her fatal view, 
Did Chtemneſtra to my mind renew, 
I did , with wonder, it! her lovely Face 
The well known features of my Mother trace; 
I then reflc&ed on my former guilt, 
And on the Blood my impious rage had ſpilt. 
P;. In peace your Mother in her Urn does reſt, 7 4 horrid M- 
Let not her memory diſturb your Breaſt. 2 ſickin the Air.. 


Sung by Furies. 


[. 
his impicws Breaſt, you Furies fill 
| | With all that Hell of horror does contain. 
Gnaw, Gnaw his Heart you Scorpions ſtil... 
But from himſelf he feels the ſharpeſt pair. 
Bat from himjelf he _ the ſharpeſt pain. 


For any other humane Crime, 
Tears and Repentance may Oblations be, 

But nothing ſhall atone for him, 
The damn'd may ſooner pardon find than be. 
The datnn'd may ſooner pardon find than he. 


Oreſt. Hark Pylades! me every Fiend of Hell 
With my black. Paricide reproaches (fill : 
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See the Adulterer /Egifthas, there, 
And my unhappy Mother's forms appear. 
P31. 1 fear his mind, inflanid by aCtive Thought, 
Is toits former Rage and Fever wrought. 
Oreſt, Oh can there be no expiation made ? 
V Vhat have I offer'd to appeaſe thy ſhade? 
Mother ! and piteous Heaven ! forget my crime, 
Or you'le more cruel than Oreſtes ſeem. 
Tie-up your Scorpions you Enmenides ! 
VVhom Fle with bloud of pregnant Ewes appeaſe. 
Pz/. You entertain your ſelt with ſhapeleſs Air, 
Nor have you any guilt but this Deſpair, 
Oreſ.Bankrupt is man, unleſs kind Heav*n will take 
Repentance, all the payment we can MY The Heavns open, Iris 
appears on the Rain« 
SONG. bow, and ſings, 
I 


Eaſe valiant Hero ! ceaſe to grieve ; 
The Gods thy Prayrs, and Penitence receive ; 
You cannot ſin ſo faſt as they forgive. 
II 


AI the attempts of Hell are vain, 
O're that, and grief, you ſhall the conqueſt gain. 
A Pardon jour unwilling Crimes obtain. 
IIL 
You Spirits made of Air refin'd, . 
With pleaſing obje@s cheer his clouded mind; 
No footſteps leave of former guilt behind. 


<4 oF 


A Dance of the VVinds. 


Oreſ. My thoughts are become calm, and quiet now; 
As firſt they were e're I to guilt did bow. l 

Pyl. Pry by ſoft ſlumbers to delude your care. 
V Vhat pleaſant ſounds are theſe which bleſs the air ? $ A pleaſant 
They ſweeter to my raviſ{h't Senſe appear, Symphony. 
Than yeilding VVhiſpers to a Lovers ear. 


a” 
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Oreſtes aud Pylades ſeat themſelves on a Rock, $ 
riſe out of the Sea and ſing, WR 


SONG, 
I, 


A H how happy are we 
Who from bus neſs , that graver folly, are free ; 
Letws Love, though the ſober ſhould blame us, 
A curſe on the Wiſe, 
They need not adviſe, 
Age makes too much haſte to reelaim uz. 


Let us careleſly move 
In the riots of Wit , and follies of Love, 
Our age does to pleaſure invite us ; 
But when we are old 
And our Blood growes cold, 
Not Art nor Fifteen can incite us, 


[Syrens deſcend,and leave then a ſleep as inchanted, * 


Scene Second. 
Enter Circe , Spirits appear, 


Cir, You have outdone my wilh, but to your care 
One thing remains, then you are free as Air. 
Fhe King grows wicked, and does now begin 
But faintly to reſiſt th' invading' fin. 
Aſſiſt his tottering Vertue to o'rethrow , 
He muſt with greater haſte be wicked now. 
Bait your temptations with all cunning Arts, 
Which Luſt inſinuates when it poylons Hearts. 
Our PricſteG he muſt raviſh 3 that black crime 
Serves my deſigns to ruin her and him. 
One ſtain'd with Luſt, my Son muſt needs deſpiſe, 


Then he may yield to fair Oſmida's Eyes. 


Spir. Such poyſon to his Vertue ſhall be given, 
That it ſhall ev'n be paſt the Cure of Heaven. 


16 CIRCE. 
Cir. Diana ! We have now thy Victim here, $ Looking 0n the 

' How goodly and Majeſtick they appear / trangers, 

Two Godheads in that Face their Revets keep , 

The God'of Love , and peaceful God of Sleep. 

Both in their gayeſt Robes 

He's manly, as the Worlds firſt Hero's were, 

.E're Nature was debauch'd by vice or «care : 

His Eyes ſhut up, a kindly Spring appear , 

Foretelling pleaſures in the opening year. 

'Oh how Zong ! be muſt have conquering eyes, 

Who in negleQtul ſkep can thus ſurprize. 

Ye Gods | If in this warlike ſhape [find 

Adaring courage, and an aQive mind, 

-One that had rather Mighty be than Juſt, 

He may ſupply my Anger, and my Luft. 

I'm of my Pageant Monarch weary grown 3 

He fills my Bed as idly as the Throne. 


Scene Third. 


Ezxter Thoas, Iphigenia, Guards, who bind and diſarm the Strangers. 


My deareſt Lord, behold the Strangers here [ Seeing the King. 
Inchanted lie , and we no more ſhall fear. 
It ſeems that they unſeen amongſt the crowd 
This day, with us, to great Diana bow'd : 
Since, from the Temple they are hither brought, 
Andin the Fetters of my Magick caught. - 
Iph.. As I this day the holy Rites perform'd, 
A Youth with ſtrange ſucceſs my boſom ſtorm'd. 
His Image bufie in my Heart I feel : 
Guard him, you Angels, from their cruel zeal : 

Tho. Theſe Strangers, like dark clouds hang o're our Fate, 
Which to be ſafe we now muſt diſlipate. 

Circe, we muſt reſolve that one of theſe 
Shall by his fall the angry Gods appeaſe. 

Iph. Te ſee no more,letDeath benight my Eys;[ SeeingPyl.bourd, | 
There, there, the Noble Youth inchanted lies : 
Why would he in this fatal Country ſtay ? 

My tears and ſighs did bid him haſte away. 
Wake / wake / unhappy Strangers/ who are loſt 
Oathis unhoſpitable cruel Coaſt, 


CIR EK: 


You muſt nomore your freedom hope to have, 
Than they whoare Deaths priſoners in the Grave. 
Still one of thoſe, who touch our barbarous ſhore, 

We offer to the Goddeſs we adore. 

Ore/. Surpris'd and bound 5 cometo the Altar lead, 
You do but what Heavens juſtice has decreed. 

Tho. I'm forc'd by Cuſtom, that unwritten Law, 
By which the People keep, even Kingsin awe, 

To give this doom, for which you calmly wait : 
To dy's the eaſieſt aQtion of the Great. 

P;l. Thy Scepter Prince extends not to this place, 
The ſhore is common to all humane Race. 

We're Princes too above all Laws, but thoſe 
Which Heav'n, and Nature's filent Pow'rs impoſe. 

Tho. 'Tis by her Laws youare my Captives now, - 
For Natures Laws do all to force allow. 

Cir. Kings muſt not argue what is right or wrong 3 
Such little Scruples tothe Gown belong. 

Tho. This beautious Maid is Miſtreſs of your. Fate, 
From her fair Mouth each muſt his Sentence wait. 

One for the Sacrifice ſhe muſt decree; 
The Rites perform'd, we ſet the other free, 

Pl. If Death does in ſo fair a form appear,' 
No Mortal ſure can its approaches fear. 

I thought that Death could only beautious ſhew 
In ative Battails, in its Scarlet hue. 

With eager toiles I oft have ſought it there, 

But find it glorious nowto beg it here. | 

Iph. Sir, can you die # does not even Vertue dread 
To reach the doubtful Manſions of the Dead ? 

Pl. Danger and Death in. Camps I learn'd to court, 
In Camps, where Death's rough bus'neſs isa ſport. 
Save my brave Friend; me for the Vitim take, 
Whom growing worth does not ſo uſeful make, 

Ipb. But whil'ſt you plead for him, I bluſh to ſay, 
Your Vertue leads my choice another way : 

With more ſucceſs you for your ſelf might ſue, 
Since my own Heart would joyn to plead for you. 
Py/, That trifle, Life, 1 ſtoop not to deſire, 
Th' ambition of my Pray'rs will mount np higher, 

Lo bp 
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| Iph. Ask, ask. apace , ſo faſt T laviſh all, 
I ſhall have nothing to be liberal, 


Cir, No, no, let them the firſt advances make [ Lookirg on Oreſt,- 


And give kind looks whom Love and Youth forlake. 
If I ſpeak firſt, may I become the ſport 

Ofall, and like ſtale Beauties of the Court 

Be forc'd unwilling Lovers to invite, 

Wooall young handſome Men, and buy delight . 

Pyl. Madam, I beg that I to Death may go, 

But I would fain expire belov'd of you ; 
For, Indian-like, I tothe ſhades below, 
Would with the richeſt of my Treaſures go. 

Iph. The Airy part of Bliſs you humbly crave, 
When all its richeſt ſubſtance you may have, 

You may ask all, my heart does give ſo faſt, 
I fear *twill give it (elf away atlaſt. 
P,l, Ah, ſpeak agen, and bleſs my raviih'c Ears, 
Ih -—]J bluſh to own, 
That you are here ſo ſoon victoriousgrown ; 
But Heav'n, methoughts , bade me receive the Dart, 
And told me*twas a Crime to guard my Heart. 
When in the Temple you to day appear'd, 
You ſaw how kindly I your ſafety fear'd, 
And bade you flie , but you ſha} never feel 
Theſad eftc&s of our tyrannick Zeal z 
Againſt their rage 1 will your Life defend, 
And grieve [ cannot ſave your Noble Friend. 

Pyl. Arm, arm your Eyes with all that Lovers fear ; 
Let me ſee Fierceneſs, Scorn and Hatred there ; 

Love, and your Beauty, make Lite ſcem ſo ſweet, 
That I ſhall fear Death's horrid ſhape to meet 3 
You'l make me fear him even in the Field, 
Where he docs laſting Fame and Lawrels yield, 

Cir. Beauty did firſt teach Mankind to obey , 
WhiPſt he that foft Inchanter did furvey. |[ Looking on Oreſtes. 
T he Nets of Pow'r ſurpris'd the wond'ring Prey. 

Sir, though by Cuſtom I am cruel grown, [ 176 Oreſtes, 
For you I ſomething ſoft and tender own. 

Brave Stranger / it would much my pity move, 

Should all the hopcs 0: you abortive prove, 
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And periſh now, whibſt yet they'r in Fates Womb, 
Before they can to their 5a ripeneſs come, | 
Oreſ. Madam, ſhould I your- pity need, *twould be, 

If for the Victim ſhe refuſes me. 

VVeary of Life, Death's ſleep I long to take, 

And ſhall be froward , whiP(t Pm kept awake. 

Cir, You with the Sweets of Youth contend to die, 
From which, even Age, would on its crutches flie. 

Love, only Love has Charmes enow to keep 

The Soul from coveting that tedious ſleep. 

Oreſ. Love has been (till a ſtranger to my Breaſt; | 

Glory and Arms have all my thoughts poſleſt ; 

Fame I have courted as the only good, 

And waded to her through valt Seas of Blood ; 

But of the VVorld I now am weary grown, 

And in Death's quiet Cell would lay me down, 

Tho. The bloody Queen dges in this Stranger find, 5 Obſerving 
| Something that troubles her jmperious mind. , Circe, 
Of all its Ercenek ſhe diſarms herFace, 
She languiſhes , and ſoftens every Grace. 

Cir. They may the Pow'r of all the World deſpiſe, { To Oreſt, | 
That bear about *em ſuch commanding Eyes, | 
All that have Hearts in 'your defence will move | 
q Under the condudt of victorious Love, | 
1 ſpeak too much , and fear my Eyes declare | 
Much more : Heroick Youth, you need not fear : 
This tenderneſs I muſt with bluſhes own; 

My very Heart is your Defender grown: -. 
And you are ſafe , unleſs the Seythiars dare 
Aſſault a Life their Queen deſigns to ſpare, 


Enter Ithacus 


Oh! I have talk'd', and look'd away ty Heart : [. Aſide. 
| His careleſs Graces vanquiſh more than Art, a 1 
Ith. Princes be juſt enough to think 1- grieve, 

That I can only fruitleſs pity give. ,- 

Though tothis Crown Heay'n has united me, 

P've no alliance with its cruelty, | 
Tho. Haſte to the Temple, where the people wait, - 

In greedy expeQation. of their; Fate, 1 Lo 1 1 | 
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Death's . ſolemn bug neſs, they with pleaſure ſee, 
As if 'twere but a Pageant Tragedy. 

Cir. The fatal choice depends on the rough King, 
Whom I with Art muſt to my Party bring. 

Iph. 'Twere better Scythia did ho Godhead know, 
Than by its ignorance profane it ſo, 
Methinks Religion's Sacred Myſteries, 
Should never be expos'd but to the wiſe. 


[Ex. all but Circe and Thoas, . 


Scene Fourth. 


Circe, Thoas. | 
Cir. Some great Deſign is labouring in my mind, 
VVhich is not to proportion yet refin'd. 
One of theſe Strangers the bleſt means ſhall: be, 
To make my. Son regain his Liberty, 
Tho. Effe&t that happy Cure, that Szythia may, 
To your great Art, eternal homage pay, + 
Circ. You fhall know all, when that to form is brought, 
Which yet: is indigeſted in my thought, 
Obſerv'd you him, who with a thoughtful brow, 
Appear'd beneath ſome heavy Fate to. bow ? 
His Eyes ſeem'd Sorrows high Majeſtick Seat, ' | 
Where it appears both- terrible and great. 
Tho. How ſhe deſcribes him with a warm delight 1 [| Afde. 
And in her thoughts, enjoys him in my ſight. 
Cir. Your ſtri&& commands to Iphigenia give, | 
That ſhe ſhould let that Noble Stranger live. 
His Life will much to-my Defigns conduce, 
She, for the Sacrifice 3 his Friend mult chuſe, 
Tho, Methinks a ſecret fympathy I find, 
By.which Fm rather to that Friend inclin'd. 
His open mind is apter to receive 
Any wmpreſlion your Deſigns: would give. 
Save him, an unſuſpe&ing mind hie bears, 
Th* other untraftable, and rough appears. 
Cir, We like experienc'd States-men difagree, 
And each. has Reafon for his Ty, "a | 
I man t and pow'rful 'R | have, 
To cult that Stranger I would have you fave. 
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Tho. You att by odd and ſecret means, like Heav'n, 
To which a blind obedience muſt be given. 
I will refign our Fortunes to your care, 
And [phigenia for the choice prepare. 
Cir, It will a height'ning to my pleaſures be, 
That my own Husband ſhould procure for me. 
Now let me haſten to prepare the place, 
Where I my beautious Stranger muſt embrace. 
I hope he's innocent, unpractic'd yet 
In all the wicked and falſe Arts of Wit ; 
Baſhful and kind, I love to tame the Strong 3 
Mock the Experienc'd, and inſtru&t the Young. [ Exit. 


| Thoas alone. 

Tho. Yes luſtful Queen ! my Pow'r ſhall reſcue him 3 
By Heav'n. I'm made the Pander to her crime, 
How inſolent and careleſs is her Pride ? 
She will not ſtoop her black Deſigns to hide 3 
In all her Crimes ſhe would be ſomething kind, 
Did ſhe, with care the jealous Husband blind. 
In the EleQion, Iphigenia's hand 
Obeys with humble Duty my command. 
Stranger thou dieſt ; it is the fate of all, 
Who in the Fetters of her Beauty fall. ' [ Exit, 
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Scene the Temple .of Diana Taurica. 
Tphigenia, Oſmida, 


TIph, Hat danger ſhould not helpleſs Virgins fear * 

4 WW en. Laſt, which is by Pow'r orotedted here; 

Your Father weary of all Vertye grown, 

Does now aloud his guilty pafiton own. 

The Tempeſt of his Soul does hourly riſe; 

He threatens Rapes and Murder with his Eyes. 

4 Tama wretched Thing without defence,  ' 
- And flie to you the Heav'n of Innocence. 


CTREE. 


Your Armgs.are perſecuted Vertues guard, 
You loveth* oppreſt, and Chaſtity reward. 


Here I will ever weep; my Honour ſave; [ Embracing Oſmida. 


Let me at leaſt go ſpotleſs to the Grave. 

Om. My deareſt Iphigenia do not weep, 
Under my VVings you ſhall ſecurely (leep. 
Tho' like your conqu'ring Eyes your Vertue be, 
Unhappy Virgin / fatal ſtill to me z 
Since they do both with ſo rich luſtre ſhine, 
That they eclipſe the fainter light of mine, 


Scene Second: 


Enter Ithacus, 

Approach my Tyrant ! none does love like me; 
A Rivals fall, others with triumph ſee; 
But I with tenderneſs for mine can fear, 
And, againſt all, in her defence appear. 
Againſt the oppreſſion of my Father too, 
VVho would : ruin of her Fame purſue. 

1ph. How peaceful was this place ? how calm you were, 
Till [pkigenie's (ad arrival here? . 
Death quickly ſhall —_— theſe fatal: Eyes 
Th*-unhappy Authors of your miſcries. ' 

1th, Rather than entertain his Love, expire 3 
It were a Crime your ſafety to defire. 
In this long Journy I the way will lead, 
And trace you out the path which you muſt tread : 
" A full reward for all my painsI have, 

If weare at laſt united in the Grave, 
Om. Ah cruel Ithacns | *twouPFd grieve me leſs, 
Should you ſuch kindneſs with your Eyes expreſs 3 
Enough, one look, or glance, in Love'can plead 3 
Too well your Heart ſhe in your Eyes may read. 

But whiPſt by words your paſſion you declare, 
You wound my Soul too deeply through my Ear. 
What Magick can you in her Beauty ſee, 


Rather to die with her than live with me. [ Weeping. 


Iph. He muſt not die, but herea Prisnet ſtay, 
Till he a mighty debt of Love does pay. 
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Ofer. Alas ! his Heart muſtnow a Bankrupt be, 
For he has laviſh't all that wealth on thee, - 
And nothing, nothing does remain for me. 
Diltrels'd alike we all to Death will go : 
We (hall not in Death's bleſt Dominions know c 
The cares which mortal Lovers feel below. 
Iph. Thy cruel heart | Cannot ſuch goodneſs move ? 
Go, fora Pardon! kneel, repent, and love. 
You Pow'rs ! that cheriſh Vertue, and prepare 
Thoſe dreadful Thunders which the wicked fear ; 
Can you be never weary to forgive? 
Shall this ungrateful Prince for ever live? 
O/m. Now I mult chide thy zeal that dares to move 
In ſo protanea rage againſt my Love. 
I can forgive him, let us charm our grief, 
And for our miſcries ſeek ſome relief. 
With tender joy the King will hear me ſpeak ; 
Fle ſhew him the black crime without diſguiſe, 
Kings are but bad, becauſe few dare adviſe. [ 4 martial Muſick. 
Iph. We have new | aps the Martial ſounds we hear, 
Declare the {ad proceſſion to be near. 
O/zr. But common blood had yet our Altar fed, 
Which was, like that of Beaſts, unpitied ſhed ; 
But theſe brave Youths ſeem rather Deities, 
That might expe@, not bea Sacrifice. 
Iph. The fad eletion is already made, 
Where I the King — or rather Love obey'd, [ Aſfpae, 
The Prieſts, the Captive Strangers, and the King 
Into the Temples holieſt part we bring 3 
I made my choice, and bade the Pophe bind 
That Youth, whom for the Victim I defign'd ; 
We ſwore our Temples Laws ſhould be fulfill'd, 
And the Great Victim at the Altar kilFd. 
O/z2. But did the Greciazs with firm Vertue wait 
The unjuſt ſtroke of their approaching Fate ? 
Tph. All that the Strangers did was great and brave ; 
Each begg'd todie, and would the other fave; 
My Sentence paſs'd, juſtas I crown'd the Head 
Of him, who tothe Altar muſt be lead, 
Cold tremblings ceas'd me, and did ſtop my breath ; 


All appear'd gloomy, as the Shades of Death, And 
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And in this Trance methoughts a Sacred Voyce, 


VVith dreadful words ſeem'd to upbraid my choice ; 


My Fathers reverend Ghoſt did then appear, - 


All ſtain'd with Blood, whiPſt I diffolv'd with fear z 


It cry'd aloud, mourn TIphigenia, mourn ! 
Thou haſt diſturb'd my Aſhesin their Urn ; 
Unhappy Maid ! thou art about a Deed, 
At which the Earth will groan, and Nature bleed. 
This ſaid, the angry Form difſoly'd to Air ; 
I fear our Stars ſome diſmal fate prepare. 

Oſzz. Vle from this diſmal Scene retire, and pray 


In ſomecloſe Shade, weeping our fins away. (Ex. Oſm, 


Scene Fourth. 
Emter Circe. 


Cir. Death, and confuſion ! I am loſt, betray'd, 
For ever loſt, where is this cruel Maid ? | 


Enter four Spirits. 


Perfidious King ! my careleſs Spirits appear! 
More than ten thouſand Hells my anger tear. 
Weep Iphigenia / *tis a mighty cauſe, 
That from theſe Eyes ſuch Streams of ſorrow draws. 
Tph. Ah ſpeak, what have I done, that I muſt pay 
So many Tears to waſh the guilt away. 
Cir. Luſt, Zeal, Ambition, never did incline 
The blackeſt Monſter toa Crime hke thine. 
Ah Iphigenia! what did guide thy hand 
To make that fatal choice ? the Kings command # 
Tph. In the eleQtion I the King obey*d. 
Cir. Curſe on my Folly, we-are both betray'd 3 
Know then, Oreſies, Agamemnon's Son, 
Who rang'd about the World himſelfto ſhun. 
That Noble Relick of thy glorious Race, | 
Is by the Prieſts conduQed to this place 3 
Crown'd and prepar'd to die, condemn'd by thee. 
Ipb. My Brother ! Heavens! 
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Cir. The wretched Victim ſee; i 
The Scene opens to the inward part of the Temple : Oreſtes is dif 


covered crown'd, as tothe Sacrifice ; with him Diana's Prieſts 
bearing her Images, Pylades, Guards and Attendants. 


Weep till thy ſorrows drown the World and me. 
Iph. Ariſe ariſe! you vapoursof the Night : 
Hide me: alas ! Idread that fatal ſight. 
Oreſ. My Iphigenia in thy breaſt receive [ Embracing. 
That joyful Soul, which will my boſome leave. 
Iph. Dear Brother / haſte from Death, and me eſcape, 
Fly your ill . Gerizs ina Siſters ſhape. 
Oreſ; Ah! let me now expire, fince I have ſeen 
Her, for whoſe ſake I have a Stranger bzen 
To Geeece, and happy reſt; methinks *tis ſweet, 
Though we do here in Death's ſad Region meet. 
Ib. Why did I beg of Heav'n to ſee this hour ? 
Oh / that you had been ſhipwrack't on our ſhore: 
You have eſcap'd the dangers of the Sea, 
It's Rocks and ſtormes, to periſh here by me. 
Oreſ. Weep not for me, forl deſerve no tears ; 
I have out liv d my vertue many years ; 
'Tis time that I ſhould dye: your ſorrow keep 
For thoſe, whoſe fall 'tis Piety to weep. 
Thank every God that in this diſtant place, 
You ſaw not the misfortunesof our Race : . 
In Deaths cold armes our Royal parents lye. 
Tph. Of this confus'd reports did hither flye, 
And to their ſacred ſhades a Tomb I made, 
Where the Oblations to the dead F-pay'd. 
We muſt defraud paſt miſeries to pay : 
The Tribute which we owe the preſent day. 
For my dead Parents I cart weep no more, 
Brother, I muſt my preſent loſs deplore. _ - 
Ore/. Do not the dying with ſuch ſorrow treat, 
For fearthe World believe that Life is ſweet. 
Iph. Cities are form'd for Peace, and civil Rule; 
Nature in Deſerts keeps a gentler School, _. | 
No impious Beaſt preysthere'on his own kind: +! 
, Tygers the Tygers ſpare, my rage is blind. 11h 
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All things but I her ſacred Laws obey 3 
On my own blood my hungry rage does prey z 
My hand will ſoon be arm'd againſt your life, 
Thy officious Prieſts prepare the fatal Knife. 
Oreg. Let them come on / but e&'re to death 1 go, 
The Will of dying Agamemmon know, 
Behold that Prince, [ Pointing to Pylades. 
Iph. —— Still be thoſe Eyes acurlit! 
*T was there, alas ! my Virtues Thipwrack*t firſt : 
My better Genizs never ceag'd to ſue, 
A thouſand other things did plead for you 
But from thoſe Eyes Love ſhot a poyſon'd Dart, 
All that was good fled my infefted heart 3 
Nature did plead no more, for Love was there 
So loud, I couldno other Suppliant hear. 
I lov'd your Friend. 
Oreſ. Bleſt be the Pow'rs above, 
Bleſt be your choice, and ever bleſt be Love 
Blind as he is, hedid moft. wiſely guide, 
Give me you hand, receive your gentle Bride: 5 Firſt to Tph. 
Theſe Nuptials Agamerrmor (till deſign'd, T then to Pyl. 
And that laſt bus'neſs to my care injoynd. 
Iph. Ay me, you Gods / 
Oreſ. For ever happy be, 
My Empire, Pylades, | leave to thee 3 
Bleſt be thy Counſcls, at thy Palace Gate 
May Victory wth all her Trophies wait. 
Cir. Think not of Death, all Nature firſt ſhall die, 
And in her primitive confuſion lie. 


Scene Sixth. - 


Extey Thoas and Ithacus. 


Tho, You muſt not, Iphigertia, weep alone, 
I from the Prieſts have your fad ſtory known 
Let us unite our grief, unhappy Maid / 
By me and Heavn toa black crime betray'd. 
Cir. You cheaply to theſe Strangers pity give,. 
Whom you by ſolid bounties ſhould relieve. 
- My Lord, what led you to this dire miſtake 2 
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Tho. His ſeatence now is paſt, and he muſt dye, 

That other Stranger may your uſe ſupply. [| Pointing to. Pyl. 
Cir. Alas, he cannot / 

Tho. —— Gods! dare you proclaim 

To me, and all the world your guilty flame. 

Thou lov'ſt him Queen / This beauteous ſtranger muſt 

Serve the important bus'neſs of thy luſt, 

Cir. Old men, who no ſtrong proofs of Lovecan ſhow, 

Fly to their laſt reſerve, and jealous grow, 

As lazy Monarchs, who the main negleQ, 

Think they are wiſe enough if they . ſuſpe : 

We from young Lovers Jealouſie may bear 3 

Thoſe are but April ſtorms, 'twill ſoon be clear: 

But can we bear a tempeſt from thg old 

Whoſe kindelt ſeaſon 1s too rough and cold. 

Recall thy Youth, and then preſume to be 

Jealous of ſo Divine a Good as me. 

Iph. Ah, my dread Lord / though you deny relief, 

Do not refuſe this priviledge to grief. Goes to kneel, 
Tho. *Tis Love's, and my prerogative roſie, SThow ſtrives to 
Iph. Here I muſt weep till I have melted you 3Ctake her wp. 

But oh / methinks thoſe Eyes do fiercely move, 

Not with the ſoft humility of Love : 

Stern Majeſty fits like a Tyrantthere, 

And threatens murder, ruin and deſpair. 

Cir. She needs muſt varquith, Love her Standard bears, 

And Beauty's wondrous _— in tears. 

Iph. You in revenge my Brothers fall decree, 

'Tis guilt enough to be ally'd tome: 

My faral pride, and my unjuſt diſdain, 

Which has beheld you figh ſo long in vain, 

Deſerves a thouſand tortures, let 'em come, 

Ple humbly on my knees receive my doom 3 

Yes, let me to thoſe cruel Racks be led, 

Where dying Wretches envy all the dead 5 

Where bloody Tyrants feaſt their Tyrant death, 

Amongſt thoſe torments let me yield wy breath 3 

And if thoſe pains too mild and gentle prove, 

Bring in the torment of deſpairing Love : 

Call Jealouſie, and all that Morrals fear, 

J' at a thouſand MC and f 'em here | 
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But ſpare my Brother. 
- Tho, Ah, that pow'r I want / 
This is the only thing I cannot grant. 
Iph. Nothing, ah / nothing his fierceheart can move, 
How falſe is the Idolatry of Love ? | 
What adoration have you' pay'd theſe Eyes ? 
You call'd *em Heav'ns, and yet their tears deſpiſe. 
I doconjure you by theſe tears, by all 
That we can tender, brave, or virtuoas call ; 
By your dead Mothers Ghoſt, ſome mercy ſhew. 
Tho. T muſt be cruel; Heav'ns unerring voice 
Bade us this day becareful in our choice, 
Pronouncing a moſt diſmal fate to all, 
Unleſs that Viftim at their A{tar fall. 
1h. Let's ſcorn what e're the Oracle did fay, 
We ſhould no Diety, but Love obey. 
Cir. If he be ſav'd the Gads have all decreed [ Aſide. 
That with the reſt my deareſt Son muſt bleed. 
Buthasa Rebel merited that name , 
Who dares betray his glory and my fame £2 
My Son | by Heav*n !I will diſown my blood, 
| Hedoes degenerate by being good : 
My high deſigns his vertue does defeat ; 
The vertuous Coward never dares be great. 
But c2n a Mothers Eye behold him dead ? 
He is my Son and in my boſome bred. - 
Bold Love, againſt thy Life a Mother arms, 
And bids herſave that Grecian by her charms. 
Tho. Double the Guards about the Temple Gate, 
And bring the noble Stranger to his fate. 
Cir. Compaſiion, what have I to do withthee? [ Afrde, 
Trouble the fooliſh, and the good, not me. 
Why do the Gods by halves let us be il] ? 
Leaving ſome goodneſs to afflift us ſtill. | 
Iph. Here 1 invoke all that the werld adores 3 [ Kneels. 
Ye Gods of Hecav'n, and you infernal Powers, 
Thee, Sacred Image, and my Father's ſhade, 
Come, and behold a poor afliifted Maid ; 
Qppreſt with crimes, ſhe. here devoutly bows, 
But ſcorn her Prayers, be deafto all her vows, 


-- 


po 
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if ſhe ask ought but death. 
Ore Ah ! Siſter, live, 
Do not the World of all that's good deprive 
Be Virtu's Martyr, ſhould the like thee, 
All covet Death , who would Examples be > 
1ph. The aQtions of the living never plead, 
We envy them, but till reſpe&t the Dead : 
Tle die, and will a great Example ſhow 
Of what the erring World to Nature owe - 
Yes, Iwill leave this VVorld, where Innocence 
Cannot be ſafe, much leſs be a defence. | 
But what's that laſting home we ſtrive to reach, 
Which our Religious Guides fo darkly preach? [To PyL 
Pl. Heay*n is a place where all are Gli like you, 
All figh for Love, the Lovers all are truez | 
Tho, Go ſeek 2 ſhadedark as the- Grave, -and there 
Weep while this Tragick Pomp is ating here. [ Guards force away Iph. 
Oreſ; Renown and Arms farewel. Come, Prieſts draw near, 
Prepare the Sacred Knife, and fix it here. 
ir, Have you no mercy, Sir? 
Tho. — — My anger fly, 
Dare but weep ! and both-of you ſhall-die. . 
Cir. His Eyes muſt be eclips'd, his charming Eyes - 
Yes, my faint heart, thy Sacred Idol dies. 
Love, thou can't make all Nature bold but me, 
What did the great Medea do for thee ? 
She loſt her Father, young Abſrt#s (lew, 
And with bold Jaſoz from her Country flew. 
E love as ſtrongly as Medea cou'd, 
And am as 5kilful in the trade of blood ; 
If any kindneſs of the Mother reſt, 
It ſhall be quickly baniſht from my breaſt. 
Let luſt, and rage, humanity ſucceed, CER 


| Rathet than thee all humane kind ſhall bleed. 


Inſpirers, and” performers.of each 111! 

Infernal Pow'rs ! be ready to my will; 

I will the life of my Oreſtes ſave, 

Or bury him and Nature in one Grave: [Exit Cree. 
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Oreſtes goes up to the Altar with Pylades. There is an: entry of Prieſts, 


SONG. 
By the Prieſts. 


l. 
Oo” ! Heat'nly Virgin ! from thy Starry Throne, 


Look down on Scythia, thy moſt holy Seat ! 


Our Arms, with Viftory, and Trophies, crown, 
"Tis eaffe to be Good, when we are Great. 


[ L 
'Tis juſt Mankind ſhould at thy Altar bleed, 
Who thy ſmall Empire, Chaſtity, invade, 
Whatever happy Lover does ſucceed, 
From chafte Diana's Province ſteals a Maid. 
Song again. 
O cheated Mortals ! what has Life of ſweet £ 
Who is contented withthe preſent day £ 
Our preſent joy is a vain hope we may, 
From the next hour, ſame eaſe and pleaſure meet, 
That Courtier like, does 4 
Poor Mortals with a hope they ſha f 
We will be wiſe, and dye, prepare the ſacred Knife, 
Farewel | farewel ! thou valued trifle, Life. 


cceed. 


Chorus of Prieſts. A Dance of 
Wound, wound the Vidim, pierce his Sacred Breaſt, & Combatants. 


And give his laFring Soul eternal refs, 
Wound, wound, &c. 


[ It Thunders. 


As they goto kill Oreſtes, two Dragons riſe out of the Earth,and 
Sew hin away 3 Circe appears in a Chariot drawn by Dragons, 


Tho. This is the Queen, oh! let me reach her heart, 


E're ſhe delude our Anger by her art. 

Cir. How feeble is thy rage! I am above 

All hurts, but thoſe which I receive from Love. 
Tho. Yle find thee Sorcereſs, though thou fly'ſt to Hell, 


Though you ſhould both, with death and darkneſs dwell. 


Cir. No Kings db ever at bold ills connive, 


And what they dare not puniſh they forgive. 


SA RDgnamm_— 
CIRCE, A 
Ile fly to my dw Palace, where 
Ile loſe no bliſs, for any thought of fear. 

Tho. You Gods revenge me , Clouds ſivell eta 
Why does not Heav*n-in it's loud Thunder ſpeak ? 
Meet her you Lightnings, in her Magick flight 
But Heav'n denies todo the injur'd right ; me 
My ſwelling rage, in =  Fle 
And not un-King my the Crowd. [Exennt Omner. 


—_— 
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ACT. IV. 


Scene, Circes Inchanted Palace, with a beautiful Gar- 
den : In the middle is ſeen the Hill Parnaſſus, on 
which Orpheus is diſcovercd a playing on his Lute, 
while Oreftes 1s fleeping on a Bed of Flowers, with 
Circe's Women ſinging about him. | 


SONG. 
Sung by Circe's Women, 
4 bf 
Ich Lowers, figh! © 

| C The God of Love inſpires 
Kind gentle thonghts, and warm deftres, 

See ! the Winds blow, the Flowers mowe : 
Tis Nature that does (igh for Love. 

It 


Hark |! hark' the Birds! 
Alas, they do not ſing 
To welcome in the beauteous Spring, 
But in their untaught Notes complaie: 
Of Love, our Univerſal pain. 
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How was I from the fatal Altar caught, 

And by: what Magick yas I bithee;brought - 
This 1s the Region-of the Spring, and here 
It forms the beauties of a kindly yearz, ' 
Sure I am dead, and theſe delicious things 
Are the divine rewards which-Virtue brings : 
In the cool ſhades of this eternal Grove 

The Hero. xefts from all the pains--of Love. 


Scene Second. 


F Exter Circe. : 


Cir. The ſweets of youth, and ever blooming Spring, 


The joys of Plenty, Peace, and Health T1 bring 3 
For Love, and all his ſoft delights prepare; 
Be kind as unexperienc'd Virgins are. 

Oreſ. SureT have ſeen before that lovely Face, 
Bright fair ! are you the Goddeſs of this-place-, 

Or ſome -dead Lover doom'd to wander.here? + 
For Deaths calm Manſion. theſe freſh ſhades appear. 

Cir. | am a Mortal by the Pow'rs above, | 
Placd here to teach the gentle arts of Love. 

Oreſ. That Tyrant needs tochuſe no other Eyes, ' 
When he would triumph o're the brave and wiſe. 
She's killing fair. . 

Cir. —— Hero! I come toblame 
Thy wild ambition, and thy thirſt of fame 3 
Nature did Youth for ſofter things deſign, 

For love, and pleaſures, and in Courts to ſhine. 
Your Warlike Trumpets ſtill ſo loud have blown, 
The gentle voice of Love .was heard by none. 
Fold up your Enfigns, reſt from toils of War 3 
Come {lumber in the boſome.of the fair. 

Ore/. But muſt not Youth aſpire to that renown, 
With which the War does daring Valour crown ? 


Cir. Young Souldier ! go, o re-run the World with War, 


Seek ev'ry place where Death and dangers are 3 
, A brave Dome: you at laſt return, a 
Whoſe fatal courage makes, whoJe Empires mourn, 
Oreſ. VVhat Sacred Pow'rs this tendernz{; inſpire 2 
Kind amorous thoughts damp a!l my VVarlike fire. * 
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Cir. Beauty, adorn'd with all it's [arts to pleaſe | 
Little complaints, and tender Jealouſics,, - 
Prepares, Heroick Youth, delights for thee, 
Sweeter than Triumph after Victory. 

Oreſ. In what vain Miſts all the Ambitious move / 
There is not any Solid good, but Love. 

Cir. Can all the Laurels of a bloody Field, 
Such pleaſu: es as a ſnowy boſome yield. 
Behold a Melting fair with dying Eyes, 


Who ſighs, and pants, whoſe Breaſts do gently riſe 3 _ 
With open armes, that Spoyler, Love does meet, *_ * 


[ Embratin Oreſtes. 


SONG. 
By Circe's Women, 


L 
Oung Phaon ſtrove the bliſs to taſte 
But Sa Eire Y Jen, | 
He ſtruggled long, the Touth at laſt 
Lay panting by her ſide. 
I 


Uſeleſs be lay, Love would not wait 
Till they could both agree, 
They idly languiſh't in debate, 
When they ſhould attive be, - 
IIT. 
At laſt come ruin me ſhe cryd 
for then there En @ Tear, 
Þle in thy Breaſt - bluſbes hide, 
I'V. 


Oh | that Age could Love's rites performs 
We make old men obey, | 

They conrt us long, Youth does but ſtorm, 

And Plunder, = away. 
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Oreſ. How faſtIlanguiſh ! and how ſoon I love ! 
More ſwiftly than' Youths common pace I move. 
Armies, when they begin to diſobey, 

And fearful grow, melt not fo faſt away C 
Before the -Foe that puſhes on the day. 

Cir. Weſhould improve what does fo little laſt, 

We flow (alas } but late, and ebb too faſt, 


Orpheus ſongs. 


Toe me my Lute, in thee ſome eaſe I find, 
Euridice 7s dead 
And to that diſmal Country fled 
Where all is ſad, and gloomy, as my mind. 


IL. 


The world has nothing worth a Lovers care, 
None now by Rivers weep : 
Verſe, and the Late are both aſleep ; 
All women now are falſe, and few are fair, 


IIL 
Thy Scepter, Lowe, ſhall o're the Aged be ; 
Lay by thy uſeleſs Darts, 
For all our Youth will guard their hearts, 
And Scorn thy fading Empire, taught by me. 


I'V. 


Beauty the Thracian Joumth ns more ſhall move, 
Now they ſhall ſigh no more. 
But all my noble Verſe adore, 
It has more graces than the Zueen of Love. 


A foft Symphony. 


The Heavens open, Cupid deſcends uport Parnaſſus, and ſongs. 
Cup- Ow dull is all the world | that none ſhould move, 

In the cauſe of injur'd Love, 
The Lad are ſafe, Heaun's idle Thunder teares 
Mountains, but the guilty ſpares. 


Mortal our holy Altars then ſhall be ! 
Ever thus profan'd by thee. | 
If Poets, _ faithfidl Train, rebel, . 
Vows, ard incenſe, all farewell. 
How can thy noble Art ungrateful prove, 
Fed by beauty and by Love ? Fi 
Hark hark | theſe Bell: and Berecinthian Pipes declare 
That Thrace 4 Feaſt to Bacchus does prepare 3 
The raging Bacchanals his rites fulfil, | 
They ſhall revenge me, and the Rebel kill, 
| Enter Bacchanals, 


Song by the Bacchanals 


It all the Bowls with Sprightly Wine, 
þ And let the women drink. 
Men viſit now, are , 
Talk much, and never think. 
Sure theſe follies our Sex might claire as their due. 
Since Mankind incroaches 
On our ſmall Debanches, 
New manly delights let the women purſue. 
This _ poor cuchy Ladies did find, 
0 drown in full Bowles, 
The cares of their Souls, 
IV hen the husband is falſe,and the Gallant unkind, 


Chorus. 1» empty Beds we abſent Lovers mourn, 
—_ the man that does our Empire ſcorn : 
e makes the Thracian Touth deſpiſe 
Warm ſwelling Breaſts and dying Eyes. 
Make ready your Darts, and valiantly fling, 
Let him dye, to his groans we'l dance and ſing. 


9 


They fling their darts at Orpheus, who falls dead, they dance, 
then the Mountain diſappears. 


Oreſ. Armes, and all warlike toil forgotten be, 
- Thou ſoft inchanter, Love, Vle follow thee ; 
Let my luxurious Eyes ſurvey each Grace, -. $5 
' Devour the luſcious beauties of thisface,.{ Looking on bet eagerly 
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Which warm my blood more than the Trumpets ſound, 
And deeper far than Wars fierce Engines wound. 
Cir. Officious Love ſhall ſtrew us Beds of Flowers, 
On which we' ſport away our golden hours - 
There let us (till with freſh deſires purſue, 
Whatever Youth performs, and Age would do; 
And when we panting lie new breath to take, | 
Muſick, Loves Trumpet, ſhall our Courage wake. 
Oreſ. Behafd the Birds vanquiſh'd with tierce deſire | 
To unfrequented ſhades, in pairs retire : 
See how they melt, whilſt Youth renews with haſte | 
The Banquet, greedy Love, devoures fo faſt : | ; 
Shall we leſs eagerly to pleaſure run ? 
Ah ! pity me, Our Eyes enough have done 
Cir. But will you (till be true > and caſt away | 
Thoſe other Idols you did once obey ? | 
Ore/. You ſhall my heart without a Rivathold, 
" And I will be more conſtant than the Qld. 
Cir. To ſome dark Grotto let us then repair, | 
Love and my blufhes fear the open Air. 


Scene Thard. 
It Thunders. 


Emnter a Spirit, 


Fpir. Guard you the ever gentle God of Love 3 
The King affiſted by the Pow'rs above, *: 
Aided by Veſta, has diflolv'd your charms, 
And comes to force you from your Lovers arms. 
Fiercer than Thunder is his Jealous rage, 
Your life alone his fury can aſlwage. 
Fled are thoſe Phantoms, which by your command, 4 
In dreadful ſhapes, didat the Entrance ſtand. 
Fly, Circe, fly ! noris your Palace now 
By Miſts and Clouds, conceal'd from humane view 3 
They all are vaniſh't, a diforder'd pace | 
Will bring him ſoon to this unguarded place. . 
Cir. In vain the Tyrant does my life purſue 
He cannot wound my bolome butin you.. - ._. 
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CIRCE. 


Oreſ. From you Sweet breaſt all ſence of fear remove, 
Let naught inhabit there, but joy and Love. 
This Sword I but for your proteQion wear, [ Draws. 
How weak whole Armies of the: jealous are ? 
Compar'd to Lovers, when they beauty guard. 

—_ This tenderneſs alas excuſe in me 
I dare not let you fight for victory. 
My Dear, within Fil ſecret Covert ſtay, <5 Goes to him 
Tilt I have talk'd the Tyrants rage away. inn Arbor, 

Oreſ. Love be no more the paſſion of great minds, 
Beauty does counſel Valour to. retreat 5 
Should all the Univerſe my fall con(pire, 
I might be vanquiſht, but could rre retire 

Cir, Uſeleſs, alas, will all your courage prove, 
Flie / I conjure you by the charms of Love; 
The King approaches, -can you diſobey ? 
Spirits ohend ! and force him then away / 

[ Spirits appear, who force Oreſtes into the Arbor. 

From baneful Weeds gather the falling Dew; [Tothe Spirits., 
My charms are finiſht which F muſt renew. 
Circe, this day for mighty ills prepare, 
Be bold as man, cruel as Women are. 


Scene Fourth. 
Enter Thoas; his Sword drawn, Guards. 


Tho, Where have you plac'd this Loverby your charms > 
Or is he quite difſoly'd within your Arms ? 
Tremble, your fate is written inmy brow, 
And Hell refuſes to protect you now: | 
Prepare a Thouſand torments to receive, 
More Helts than jealoufies, or conſcience g1ve. 
Cir. Kill me, if you: grow- weary of the Throne 
Or, like a deity, can rule alone 3 
Who but the mighty Circe can oppoſe 
A rapid torrent of invading; Foes? | * 
Your Coward States-men do all danger ſhun, | Bi” 
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Their counſels Senates too ſo long protradt, 
The young and valiant have no time to a& ; 
Steady in CouncelsI alone can be, 
Am quick to a, but quicker to foreſee ; 
Kill the Prote@'reſs of your Life and State ; 
I fear not, and , perhaps, deſerve my Fate. 
Pho. I muſt this Victim to my honour make. 
» ThoughI my Throne, and all the Empire ſhake. 
Cir, But will the Senate your revenge allow ? 
To thoſe adviſing Tyrants you muſt bow. 
They, like the crowd, are manag'd by the wiſe ; 
Back'd with their Fadtions, I thy rage deſpiſe, 
Pho.I have no rage, your Eyes about'em bear 
Such pow*rfull Guards, you need no danger fear. 
Your Crimes 
Would weary a forgiving God, but you 
Can all my anger with a look ſubdue. 
Now you my weakneſs , and your Empire know, 
\ Brave all my rage, and ſtill more guilty grow. 
Injure your King, but not what we adore, 
Oreſtes to the Sacrifice reſtore. . 
Cir. Thoſe ſervile Flatterers who to Thrones reſort, 
To catch at empty bounties of Court, 
Are leſs the Slaves to intereſt and Gain, 
Fawn, and diflemble leſs than you who reign. 
Leave to your guilty Miniſters of State, 
That ſervile cunning to diſſemble hate 3 
As boldly as a God revenge purſue, 
In -that revenge be as impartial too. 
PhoNonofalle Queen,I own yourEyes have charms, 
That ſoften all my rage,and blunts1ts Arms, 
Though than the Wind you more unconſtant are, 
Though you'r unkind, and falſe, you (till are fair, 
Cir. How weak your paſſionis ? how raſh your fears? 
My Lord, I am not falſe, believe theſe Tears. 
I can (though you are Criminal ) appear 
Spotleſs as firſt created Angels were. 
Ifaw you did to Iphigenia give, 
The Tribute which my Beauty ſhould receive, 
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And then would puniſh you by Jealoufie, 
For all the Tempeſts you had rais'd in me; 
And did preſerve theGrecianPrincebyCharms, 
Not to have Him, but you within my Arms. 

Tho. We think it merit blindly to believe 
Thoſe pious falſhoods we from Prieſts receive. 
Faith is Religions happy Lethargy, 
The doubting Wife Tak with Hereſie; 
Huſbands ſhould more than theReligious ſtrive 
Blindly to traſt, and blindly to believe. 
Be falſe till you have weary'd Humanekind, | 
Fle think you true, and (till be ſafely blind. 

Cir. 1f you an humble ſufferer are grown, . 
I all my Love and Innocence diſown. 
The impotent and jealous [ prefer 
To the infipid Huſband that can bear z 
That blood injurious to your honour ſpill, | 
If you believe her falſe, your Crree kill ; | 
But witneſs chaſter Pow'rs! 1 am not ſo, 
I could not bad by your example grow, 

Tho. How blindly we believe when Beauty pleads. , 
Which to its ſnares the oo and cautious leads. 
To his juſt Fate the Grecian Prince reſtore 3 
You ſhall be true, for Ple ſuſpe& no more. 

Cir, My Lord, I will, and the next rifing Sun 
Shall ſee that Sacrifice of horror done: 
Oh Sacred Bow'r ! unfold thy leafie Arms, 
And be no more protected by my Charms.. * 


- _ % 4 


The Bower opens , Oreſtes comes out , who is 
ſeiz'd by the Guards. 


Tho. Go lead the guilty Traytor to his Fate, [To the Guards, 
But e're yougive the blow my ſignal wait; [ Orelſt. z-led ons. 
Empire has taught me many Arts, but you | 
Have poliſh't what the Throne but- roughly drew; 
Falſer than Cowards when for life they ſue. 

I'm falſe as beauties ſnares, as falſe asyon. = 
Whereis your boaſted Art whom ſmiles deceive? 
The wiſe and guilty never ſhould believe. - 
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From Love, at leaſt, you might have learnt the art 

To have preſerv'd that fdol of your Heart ; 

Under the Wings of Love he fately lay, 

Revelld all night, and ſported all the day, 

But now lies naked to each ſtormy Wind, 

Of which Ten Thouſand wrack the. jealous. mind. 

Cir. This noble jealouſic for ever ſhow, 

It ſtirrs Love's dying Embers till they glow ;& 
Love would without it dull, andlazy grow ; 

As Churches, who no Hereticks oppoſe, 

Rult into 1gnorance for want of Foes. 

The Region of your Boſome pleaſes me, 
Though rough, and ſtormy, like the North, it be. 

Tho, Damn your falſe ſmiles ! le from their poiſon flie : 
Under thoſe Flow'rs, Adders and Scorpions lie, ; 
VVhat kindneſs in my Boſome can there be, 

For ſuch an open Proſtitute as thee ? 

Cir.. Alas! you men are artful. to deceive, 
And our weak ſex is calle to believe : 

The inſtrument of your tyrannick Pow'r, 
Poſſeſs him now, what would your fury more? 

Tho. His blood,” his blood ! triumph my Fury ! now 
Exalt with joy the bold victorious brow 3 
And by the Gods! he ſhall not fall alone, 

You ſhall for all your mighty ills attone. 

Death does not deal with more of humane kind, 
You ki$ and breath no more than ev'ry VVind. 

Your Charms and Poyſons lay whole Kingdoms waſte, 
New Autumn Plagues do not deſtroy ſo faſt. 

Come every Ghoſt / whoſe blood for vengeance call, 
My murder'd Honour, ſee thy Victim fall / 

Cir. Nay then 'tis time to throw off all diſguiſe, 
Thy pointleſs Rage, weak Monarch, I deſpile. 
Know that I yet have Magick ſpells, which you, 
VVith allthe foree of Heay'n ſhall ne're undo, 

I ſaw thy arts, and did the Prince reſtore, 
To mock thy anger, and torment thee more. 

Tho. O infolence ! my Guards, : where are you? flie! 

. Bring back the Stranger, ſhe ſhall ſee him die. [[Exennt Guards. 


Cir 
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Cir. How like the Love of thy declining age | 
How boaſting ! but how feeble is thy rage 2? | 
Prince without Pow'r ! go languiſh in deſpair, 
Ridden by all 
Thy favourites, and impos'd on by the fair, 
Brav'd by the guilty, all my Crimes I own ; 

— Heſhall ſucceed thee in my Bed, and Throne : 

Thou ſhalt by Treaſans fall. 

Tho. — Furies aſcend / 

And to my rage your flames and Scorpions lend. 

Cir. Appear all my infernal Guards / appear / 
And let no mortal Pow'r invade us here. 22 Thunders, her 


Spirits appear. 
The. Die, die! Adulterer / to torments go, ppear 
See if theſe Treaſons you can at below. [ Offers to kill Oreſtes, 


SCENE Fifth. 


Enter Ithacus, who thruſts himſelf before the $ Thunder and 
King juſt as he has reach'd Oreltes. Spirits, 


1:h. Hold, Thoas, hold ! let not your Sword deſtroy 


All thatthe World ſhould covet to joy: 
Mankind, and Heav'n this Boſome mult defend, 
Your Daughter's Life does on his Fate depend : 
Divine Oſmvida 4s a Captive made 
To the fierce Greeks, and their revenge, betray'd ; 
They trac'd her tothat ſolitude,” where ſhe | 
Sought peaceful hours, from noiſ@ and greatneſs free ; 
Her Guards were few, and thoſe but ſlightly arm'd ; 
on yielded ſoon, and ſoon the Town alarnd : 
With all the wings of gratitude I flew, 

And from the Citadel your Forces dreiv. 
But Oh too late, ere I could reach the ſhore 3 
The Royal Virgin to their Fleet they bore. 


SCENE Sixth, 
- To them Iphigenia «nd Pylades. 


Enter Guards 
with Oreſtes. 


Iph. Heav'n does Force and Tyranny declare, 
Againſtpoor Virtue, making open War. 
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Die, Princeſs ! Or Oſmide's death prevent. 
Brother ! Your Grecians have a -Herald ſent. [ To Oreſtes, 
Who from his Bark, to the expefing Crowd, 
Theſe words of horror did pronounce aloud : 
Know cruel Sczthians, if our Prince muſt bleed, 
A black Revenge the Grecians have decreed. 
To our ſad Country we at leaſt will boaſt, 
To have appeas'd her murder'd Heros Ghoſt. 
This aid, he haſtily forſook the ſhore : 
The Princeſs all with filent griefdeplore. 

Oreſ. Have I not taught that Love is our reward, 
And that all VVarriours are but Beauties Guard : 
Go chide their impious rage, and bid 'em be 
Careful of their renown, and not of me : 

Bid *em the Princeſs to this place convey, 
But at her feet firſt weep their crime away. 


SCENE Seventh. 
To them a Prieſts. 


Prieſt. Thoas ! your Daughter will not- fall alone, 
Fhe rapid Storm threatens your Life and Throne. 
Haſte ! haſte ! the Grecian Captivesto reſtore; 

Their Warlike Troops cover our frighted ſhore 3 

The Crowd, to whom long Pow'r does hateful grow , 
Fly your ſoft Yoak, revolting to the Foe. | Showts of Soldiers. 
Ah fave your (elf! hither the torrent flowes, 
Ofrcthrowing all, and gathering asit goes. 


The King ſtands fixt in a Melancholy Poſture, 


Cir. Ah! motionleſs as death / as filent too / 
Rouze thy faint Spirits , th' Enemie's in view. 
See / a cold fear (its trembling in his Eyes : 
You'r brave in peace, and after danger wile, 
Stout againſt Innocence. Your anger ſhow 
In its moſt dreadful ſhape before the F oe. 
Dead, dead with fear, come, humbly creep to me, 
I muſt the Guardian of your Empire be. 

Tho. Let mebe wafted to that happy Shore, 
VVherecare for Empire vex the mind no more, 
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Noilcle(s, as Planets, there we move in peace, 

The pains of wounded Hanour there: ſhall ceaſc. 

In ſtorms of Jealoufie we are- not tolt, 

No Empire there, no Daughter can be loſt. | 
1th, He needs muſt fink beneath this mighty weight 3 


Pity a King at the laſt Ebb of Fate, [To Circe. 
Swiftly my tears, as his Misfortunes, flow, 
Some griet to Tyrants, indiſtreſs we ow 3 [Weeps. 


Apply ſoft cures to his aftlited mind , 
Gentler than Heay*ns, let him your anger find. 
Prieſt, Unleſs the Gods a Kingdom do unite, 
In vain the wiſe conſult, and valiant fight. 
While theſe (ad diſcords do her entrails tear, 
A Forein Yoke poor Scythia needs muſt bear. 
Ith. Madam, will you behold your Country fall ? 
To you, our Gods, and we, for fuccour call, 
Our Gods, and us, the Greciars Captive make z 
Raſh and luxurious Princescannot ſhake 
A Throne ſo much, but you can fix it ſtrait: 
Forgive the King; pity the ſinking State. 
Cir. 1am your Heav'n when you your ſafety doubt, 
And your afflitions make you all devout, 
His Freedom, let the Greciaz Prince receive, 
The reſt to Fate, and my wiſe conduct leave. 
Tho. Curſe onthy Arts ! and doubly curſt be he, 
Who firſt debas'd the VVorld to Poliey 3 
Revenge, the Gods do not the Beaſts deny, 
Tigers, and VVolves, are greater Kings than I, 
Go, to his Grecians, let the. Prince be led, 
I willgo find ſome caſe among the dead. [Exit Thoas. 


SCENE Eighth, 
Guards go to lead off Oreſtes, Circe ſtops bin. 


Cir. My Dear, I muſt accuſe your guilty haſte, 
Love to enjoyment does nat fly ſo faſt. 
No Sigh , no Tear, not any tender word, 
Not one kind look at parting you afford, 

Oreſ, 1 dare not look, ſuch-weaknels I betray, 


At every killing glance 1 melt away Fs 
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Ill-natur'd Wiſdom proudly fits above, 
And-cenſures all the tenderneſs of Love. 
.In ſecret Ican weep and ſigh aloud, | 
And be of all Love's little follies proud, C 
But would not ſhew my weakneſs the Crowd. 
* Cir. The cenſures of the Envious world deſpiſe, 
It js beneath a Lover tobe wiſe. 
Oreſ. Let us our ſelves in ſome vaſt Deſart hide, 
Where Love (hall triumph over all my pride. 
There Ple chaſtiſe cach glorious manly thought, 
Naked, and bound they thall to Lovebe brought, 
Cir, No, in that Defart I alone muſt mourn, 
For you are going, and will ne're return, 
To the embraces. of ſome other fly : 
I never will complain, but gently die. 
Oreſ. Herel can ſtay and at your feet expire, 
| But my tierce Squldiers carry Sword and fie 
To all your Cities, by their fury lead, 
And deſolation through your Empire ſpread, 
Cir. Go calm their rage 
There's anill bodeing Omen in my Tears, 
Love has a thouſand vain and idle fears. 
Like little States-men ever-troubleſome, 
Unecaſie, and ſuſpeRting all to-come. | 
When you your Ships and warlike Grecians ſee, 
Alas, you will no more remember-me. | 
Oh hear not Fame, nor your Ambition plead, 
Perhaps they would again your Youth miſlead, 
You arc Love's Convert now, and muſt be good, 
'Faſte ſoft delights, and thirſt no more for blood. 
\ Ore. Flereſt from war, but ſometimes we muſt fight, 
To purchaſe eaſe, 211d to fecure delight 3 
A flying. Cimp muſt hover (till, about 
Where Lovers dwell, to keep the jealous our. 
When nature, is. wound up. 
ExpeRing bliſs none ſhould her hopes deſtroy, 
Fierce torments follow interrupted Joy. 
Cir. Fear not the. Jealous, you will be ſecure 
From forreign- Foes, 1f all at home be ſure. 
Be you but faichful ſtill, and truſt my cares, =, 
' E wall an. undiſturb'd retreat prepa 


[ Weeps. 
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Of purer Clouds Love ſhalf a Palace build, o 
Which the bright Sun with Morning Beams ſhall guild : 
About it Groves, where Nature ſhall be ſeen, 
Still chargd with Sweets, and ever dreſtin Green 
There we'letaſte filent Joys and calm delight. ( Shouting withiz. 
Oreſ. Farewel, alasI muſt no longer ſtay, 
The Tyrant bugneſs haſteas me away, [Circe Weeps. 
Who linger ſtill behind : ah / do not mourn, 
Fletake the wings of Love and ſtrait return, 
Cir, Alas you will not. 
| Oreſ. By thoſe EyesI will. _ 
Cir. A thouſand tender fears affli& me till, 
Ruine and Death the ſullen Stars foretel, 
And this appears to be alaſt farewel], | 
Your Greeks will force you from the Scythian ſhore, 
And I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 
But fear-no ſtorms, for though you prove unkind, 2 
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And leave {ad me to languilth here behind, 

Fe court the Seas, and flatter ev'ry wind, 

To the Sea Gods [ will devoutly pray, 

That to ſafe Ports they may your Fleet convey. 
| To flowry Coalts, where you ſhall happy be, 
Unleſs ſometimes you ligh and mourn for me.. [Exeunt ſeverally | 


AGT VE. 
SCENE, Some publick Place of the City. 


Circes Four Maids, 


+ Maid. T He Moon and Stars give but a ſickly li I'} 

| 2 ; Birds of ill Omen kicker make their a | | 
3 Ma. Muchblood the fiery Queen deſigns to ſhed. In | 

4 Ma, Oreſtes from her luſtful arms is fied. I! 
Ma. Her bright allurements did his Youth betray, _ 
Ma. Careleſs in her inchanted Groves he lay. 13 
Mg. From-thence his Grecians did their Leaders force: - 
Mea. And now they all to Argos ſteer their Courſe. 
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1 Ma. She with the Ocean and the winds does treat. 

2 Me, Toraiſe up ſtormsand wrack the Greciar Fleet, 
3 Ma. VVhere c're ſhe/moves infeftious vapours riſe, 
4 Ma. She breaths deſtruction, blaſting with her Eyes. 


Scene Second, Enter Circe. 


Cir, Hes gone, he's gone / See with what ſullen pride 

His mighty Ships on the ſmooth Ocean ride : 

The quiet Waves an awful Gilence keep ; 

The dreadful winds in their deep Caverns fleep: 

All crimes are ſafe, how calm the Seas appear : | 

And yet there is a perjur'd Lover there: 

Fatfe Men come learn of the unconſtant wind : 

Learn of the Seas, nay learn of Women kind ; 

We and the winds can boaſt that we are true : 

. Fixed as the Poles compar'd to faithleſs You. 
x Ma, She to eternal ruin finks apace : 
2 Ma, VVe ſhall this day with mighty miſchiefs grace : 
3 Ma. End, end, as nobly as thou haſt begun : 
4 Ma. Things of deep horror ſhall this night be done. 
Cir. Sink him ye winds, his Ships ye Lightning burn 3 

Oreſtes, my Oreſtes, ah return ! 

Ruin / Eternal plagues, I Love him yet. 

Repent a little, I can all forget. 

Why do I ſpeak to him that cannot hear ? 

Nor will the winds my ſorrows to him bear: 

Cruel QOreſtes whither doſt thou flie? 

Falſe Man return, ſtay, ſtay, and ſee medie, 
1: Ma. Do' not th infernal Pow'rs you quarrel- own. 
2 Ma. Think you their malice. is unaCtive grown. 


3 Mz. Dread Queen, what vengeanceare you pleas'd to take. 


4 Ma. Speak and the frighted Univerſe ſhall ſhake, 
Al. Speak and the frighted Univerſe ſhall ſhake. , 
Cir. I can no more my Spells or Magick boatt, © 
My myſtick Druggs have all their vertue loſt ; 
I ſee the Gods have now decreed my fall 3 
I am forſaken and betray'd by all: 
Ev'n my own Son was wounded at the Head 
Of Troops which he againſt his Country led. 


CIREE. 
The Rebel on the adverſe fide did fight, 
Ayding that faithleſs Greciaz in his . 


SCENE Third. 


Ezter Ithacus brought in wounded with ſeveral 
Souldiers. 


x Ma, Here heis come your pardon to intreat. 
2 Ma, And then expire contented at your fect. 
Cir, Ah, why muſt I that fatal obje& ſee! 
I have no leiſure now to weep for thee. 
1th, Forgive me, Madam, that my Sword I drew 
To fight for them, who were condemn'd by you : 
But all that 1 have done was in defence, 
Of Virtue and afflifted Innocence. 
Her fears did wretched [phigenie bring 
To me for ayd againſt the lu(tful King. 
The bloody Tyrant had deſign'd that ſhe 
The Viftim to his dire revenge ſhould be : 
His boaſting rage proclaim'd th' intended Rape, 
Then I did fight to purchaſe her eſcape. 
Cir. AMiicted Beauty, you did bravely aid, 
But by your vertue we are all betray'd. 
That Traytor help'd his Enemies z and you, $ Turning to the 
By your baſe Cowardiſe betray'd me too.  Souldiers, 
Which of.you all Renown with danger ſought, 
Like gawdy Warriours of the Court you fought. 
We all are ruin'd by your baſe retreat 3 
The death you fear'd your {hall in torments meet. 
And Rebel I will ſmile, to ſee thee bleed ; 
May'ſt thou thenceforth only the Faftious lead, 
And may thy Counſels ever,be betray'd ; 
Give ſtill good Orders, and be ne're obey'd. 
And in thy age - —— 
May all the- Laurels thou haſt toyl'd for long, 
Be raviſh'd from thee to adorn the young, 
Ith, Death, death has blaſted all my Lawrels now, 
And they begin to wither on my/brow. = 
Victorious Death ſeiſes on every part, .- » 
Weak Nature flies for refuge tothe Heart, | 
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The Spirits there a while maintain the Field, 
Struggle a little, but at laſt muſt yield. 


[ Faints away. 
Cir, Oh, ſtay brave Youth! See how my anger dies, 


And nature is triumphant in my eyes z [ Weeps. 


Alas | he's gone _— 
He ſet out early, and did nobly run 

Horour's great Race, Oh ! that the Word were done : 

My Magick. proſpers, heark! the Heav*ns perform $ Storm within, 
A dreadful Juſtice, Greciaz, dread this Storm 3 © Thunder, &c. 
Tremble to hear the angry Billows roar ; 

Revenge and Death attend thee on the Shore.| To one of the Nympbe. 
Flieto Oreſtes, mount the ſ(wifteſt wind, | 
With frenzy and wild rage infe&t his mind : 
Torment him ſtill afreſh ——_ 
Work on my charms, let's to my Cave retire, 
And there againſt the World and Man conſpire, $ Exennt Circe 


and the Maids 


[ Thunder again. 


SCENE Fourth. 


Enter Oſmida, /ed in by two Women, 


Oſm. Do we then all 2 fruitleſs homage pay ? 
Heav'n will not heara harmleſs Virgin pray. 
There was no Saint among the bleſt above, 
Whom in thy cauſe I did not hourly move. 
I hop'd the Idol of my heart to ſee, 
And mov'd the Greeks by Tears toſet me free : 
From them and Death how gladly did I fly? 
But I muſt here do ſomething more than die. 
His Eyesare ſhut by Death's Eternal (leep, 
| Wake wake to ſee wretched Ofmida weep. 
Ah letthy Soul but one ſhort moment ſtay, 
I have a thouſand tender things to ſay. {Ithacus revives. 
1th, My Soul has been through many wonders lead ; 
Who is ſo envious to diſturb the dead ? a 
Who art thou ? ©. 
Ofm. Oae long toſt in ſtorms of Love, 
Butto Death's quiet home at laſt I move, 
Ith. Oſmidahere ſhe ſome good Angel ſeems 
Waiting about me with Celeſtial: Dreams; 


- 
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Such, and fo fair as you, from Heav'n 
And on the thoughts of dying Saints atrend 
Peace and. Forgiveneſs in their looks the bring 
And, round their dwellings, Hymns of criumphding. 
Oſm. No, no, Icome likea Religious Spie, 
Todive into your thoughts before you die. 
When Death approaches, men begin to fear, 
And will the preaching of Religion hear : 
Come, your vain Idol you muſtcaſt away, 
To me and Truth your laſt devotion pay. 
On faithleſs Iphigenia think no more. 
1h, With how unkind a haſte ſhe left the ſhore. 
Flying, unhappy Me, ſhe figh'd indeed. 
And wept alittle when ſhe _ me bleed, 
O/#:. How ill 1s all my tenderneſs repaid ; 
Your dying thoughts court that ungrateful Maid 3 
Forgetting wretched me; is nothing due 
To one who kindly comes to die with you, 
1th. Oh fair Of#rida, hereT humbly own 
Your goodneſs is atlaſt victorious grown. 
If Naturc could my leaſe of Breath renew, 
I would employ it all in ſighs for you, 
All my devotion has till now been blind : 
In your Love's true DivinityT find, 
Oar. Now you are kind, norhave I vainly pray'd ; 
All my paſt miſeries are morethan payd, 
And I am happy, Lovers think they gain, 
To have an hour of Joy for years of pain, 
We havenonecd of lite, -come let us go, 
Andſcek the melancholy ſhades below : 
Here cruel diſcord, noiſe, and bus'neſs reign ; 
Poor Lovers have no leiſure to complain, 
No time to (ſigh 3 we'le chooſe ſome filent Grove, 
There tell fa. Tales of unſucceſsful Love : 
But, oh / amongſt thoſe Storiesthere is none 
VVill prove fo fu'l of ſorrow as our own. 
bb. Along farewell, oh may you freſhly bloom, 
VVhen I ſhall lie and wither in the Tomb. 


I hope the blood in chace of Cory ſhed, 


V Vil reſt and never plead v7 the dead. 
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Of. 6 be mourners, when ſuch Virtue dyes, 
T cannot weep, for Love has drain'd my Eyes. 

I need no P oyſon, nor no Sword, for Grief, 

To all my pains has brought a kind relief. 

Death's leaden hand about my heart I feel, 

From theſe pale Lips ſome kiſſes I will ſteal 1 

For Death is ſilent, and the [Theft will hide : 

I courted Heav'n with Pray'rs to be thy Bride, 

And ſo am, the Tomb's our Bridal Bed ; 


Our Nuptial Feaſt we keep among the dead. [ Oſmida dies, 


SCENE. Fifth. 
Enter the Foxr Maids. 


- Þ Ma, Sure now the World will be afraid of light ; 
And wiſh to mourn in everlaſting Night : 
Dire things are done, the Grecian Fleet is loſt, 
Shipwrack't by Magick on the Scthian Coaſt. 

2 Ma. Revenge and Love the luſtful Queen divide 3 
. Her tender thoughts ſhe ſtrives in vain to hide : 
Amid'(t her rage, revenge and melting tears, 
In all his Spoiles triumphant Love appears. 
' 3 Ma. Yet her great Mind does for revenge prepare 3 
Here we muſt wait, ker charms have ſerz'd the air, 
Their force Oreſtes does already find, 
Hither he moves, mad as the Northern Wind. 


SCENE. Sixth. 
Enter Oreſtes mad. [Storm heres 


Oreſ: By Heav'n my Prayersſhall ne're this ſtorm appeaſe, 
Fight, fight ye Clouds againſt the foaming Seas. ; tori and 
Blow on, blow on, why ſhould the ſenſeleſs wind, ? Lightning. 
Or the wild Ocean be tovertne kind, $6 Cave of the God of 


es, with bim, 
Whom many rougher Storms at Land. purſue, je ie and Mot- 


Where ſhe, alas, is without ſhelter too. pheus. 
Be loud thou Tempeſt and diſturb the deep, [ Loud ftorm- 
E will be calm as Infants when they lleep. [ Sits down. 


x Ma, Begin the deedly charm, fo Planets move, $% walk round 
2 Ma, And thusthe ill events conſpire above. Opeiſes. 
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CIRCE. ” 
3 Ma. Pray*rs and odd Numbers, words of Myſtick ſound, 
4 Ma, Devoutly we pronounce,” and walk around; 

All. Aſcend, aſcend, aſcend ! thou God of ſleep ; 


1 Mz. Thy leaden VVand in juice of Poppy ſteep. 
2 Mz. Bring {lumber from thoſe” little quiet Cells ; E 


VVhere lazy Vertue in retirement dwells, CF 
Shunning the cares of Courts, ..L 
4 Ma, — - And ie thy Trait. 


1 Me. Bring the Phantaſtick off-ſprings of the Brain. 
2 Ma. Dreams of all ſorts. 
I Ma, ———— Somein a leaſing Drels. 
3 Ma, Suchas glad Lovers fullo hope Soffeſs, The pleaſant 
4 Ma. Some dreadful, ſuch as tothe ikig oF 7" ah riſes, 
And tell ſad Stories of their futuredoom. 


God of Shep Sings. 


He Noiſe of humane : 
Where Love and Bus neſs keep the Wl: Cave 


Some quiet Manſion ſeek, 
Wlere Fame's loud call ſhall not our ſlumbers break. 
But happy Ignorance upon thy careleſs bye 
Aathindy we take the reſt. 
Chorus. Sleep, ſleep ! within a drowſie Cave, | 
Dark, dark, and filent as the Grave. [ Dance, 


Phanſy enters with the pleaſant Dreams, Phanſy Dances, the pleaſant 
Dreams ſing and dence an tothe Song, to which 
there is an Eccho.inthe Clouds. AUR: reply 
to the Dancers below, 


Song for che Dreamer, 


Ms irs Wiſhes and puns 
Wives the Nel elſing went. © 
Chorus, Careful Love their torment ſees 
| Sends Om Dreagte, ans 2 heve toſs. 


Women cam” ts chaſte e in 
Gallants wp retireto 
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Epone fair Viſions, tothe Court remove. | 

boſe busneſe is to dream of Love ; | 

And you black terrors of the Night appear ; 

Toy wild Creations of our Wilder fear ; 

| Tou diſmal Viſions that on guilt attend, 

"ot, wries and Fieuds from Hell aſcend ; 
Religion finds you better far than Law, 
Torule Mankind and keep the World in awe : 
Oh horror, horror from Death's gloomy ſhade, 
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Ariſe, ariſe ! the frighted World invade. 
An Entry of the frightful Dreams, Clytimneſtra's | 
boſt aſcends, T 


Gho. Awake, awake, thy Mother's Ghoſt is come, 
From Death's abode, her Urn, and quiet Tomb; | 
To viſit Nature, holy things I ſhun, | 
And haunt the Dreams of my inhuman Son. : | 
Thy Sword did ſend me to Eternal Night ; 
My angry Ghoſt ſhall (till thy ſlumbers fright ; | 
Now humane kind in ſleep their cares forſake, ” | 
Even Guilt it ſelf ſome. little reſt does take, 2 | 
And none but the revengeful are awake. 
A mighty Vengeance Circe does prepare, | ; 
In this deep ſilence her wing'd Charriots bear £ ] 
The dire Inchantreſs through th* unwholefome aur. | 
Brooding ill Fate ſhe fits upon a Cloud : F- | 
Thrice the bad Genious of the world has bow'd, _ - } | 
And thrice has own'd her Pow'r, the Charm is done, Fe Thuz- [ 
And now the diſmal bug'nefs is begun. | 
You flying Plagues ſeiſe, ſeiſe'this impious Son. | 

I Maid. Her beauty ſcorn'd, Crce reſolyes to prove | 
Cruel as the firſt thoughts of injur'd Love, 
Oh tremble, tremble, and refilt no more: 
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2 Maid. A black revenge her has deſign! 
But fighing at her feet your th _ 
And the relenting Beauty will be kind, 

Asthe laſt words which dying Lovers ſpeak. 


Oreſtes wakes, the Scene vaniſhes, the Dreams and Ghoſt 
fink down by degrees, the Bower vaniſhes. 


Oreſ. Deſcend to burning Lakes, hot as thy luſt, 
T1l boding Vihon, my Revenge was juſt ; 
Night through the VVorld does ſolid darkneſs ſpread, 
The gaping Monuments reſtore their dead, 
Who range about, *tis the laſt dreadful day 5 
The Earth and Heav'ns begin to melt away. 5 Darts of Lightning, 
On Clouds of Fire deſtroying Angels fly; ? Thunder, 
Muſt this great Frame difſolve and Nature die. 


SCENE Seventh. 
Exmter Pylades and Iphigenia with the $ Thender and Light- 
Grecian Train. ning bere, 
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Pyl. Sure all the Elements our fall conſpire, 
Loud Storms at Seca, at Land conſuming Fire 
Purſues us (till, | 

Iphb. —— —— But why ſhould Virtue fear, 
When with their murd'ring ſhafts the Gods appear # 
Guilt tremble thou when Heav*ns wing'd V flics 
Through frighted Cities, or when Storms ariſe. | 

Ore/. From Earths deep hollow dreadful Groans under 

groans are ſent, the Earth. 

And Nature labours-with fome great event. 
Approach,approach,direthings ſhall be diſclos'd, ; Drawing Pyl, and 
My mind is wilder now than Luſtoppos'd. Iph, near bias. 
Come we'l out-think young Prophets, and out-dream 
Religion, let Ambition be our Theam. 
Come, the tumultuous World we! viſitnow, 
There to fuccefsful Vice the virtuous bow, 
The Pious quarrel, Ignorance is loud, | 
All is amiſs, in Schools the Wie gp yeon | 
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Ar Court they patient Modeſty deſpiſe, 
Only the impudent are ſure to.ri(: : 
T1 foand a Trumpet, and the dead (hal! wake ; 
The frighted Planets, (hall their Orbs forſake, 
And all withme to better Worlds retire. 


ee) TS C EN F Eighth. 


_ Eater Thoas with the Scythians. 


Tho. If Glory ere thy youthful blood did fire 5 
Tf thy great Race has taught thee to aſpire, 
Follow wherel and'my revenge ſhall lead, 
That undiſturb'd we may together bleed : 
Grecian, this day thou art decreed todie, 
If thou dar'ſt fight, and Heav*n ſtand neuter by. 
Ore/. Ha'! art not thou that hungry Monſter Pow*r, 
T hat feeds on all, then does it ſelf devour? 
Tho. All things to Univerſal Ruin haſte, 
Afﬀidted Nature ſeems to breath her laſt. 
My Throne muft fall by your Eternal doom 3 
To ſink with Empire / Oh you GodsI come: 
If I have ought deſerv'd for ev*ry hour, 
In which I have groan'd, beneath the weight of Powrr : 


Let me expire reveng'd, [ Makes at Oreſtes, who draws. 


Ore/. — —— — - P] not ingage, 
Thy clamours ſhall not rouze my ſleeping rage : [ Py]. draws. 
Pyl. Awake, awake ! the glorious Youth does ſtand 
With. Wars ſwift Lightning uſclefs in his hand, 
Tho, Fall on ! revenge come quicken and inſpire, 
Be thou inſtead of all my youthful fire. 
[ Fight 3 Ores. kills Tho. they drive off :he Scythian Soldiers. 
Ore/.. Bold Wretch lie there, my Courage now 1s warm, 
Bloody as Womens Luſt, deaf as a Storm. 


SCENE Ninth, and laft. 
Enter Circe, with ker Maids, Spirits, Guards and Attendants. 


 _  Circe. Unfit for Empire, I muſt Ruleno more, 
Yxmneſs I want, Pegs, au br cus of Pow'r: 


, = 


— —_—_ > 


— 


CIRCE. 
Tis Reſolution makes Heav'ns'Empi t 
Like a weak States-men in ſome —_ Ns ; 
Wild,” unreſolv'd I ſtand, eternal pains, 
High, tierce deſires, are boiling in my Veins, 

I muſt enjoy him, and the fire- allay. 

The raging flames that on my Vitals prey. 


But witneſs, Hell / I would like Lightning, blaſt, 
Burn and conſume whatever embrac'd. 


Cir. — ——— Oreſtes, ſtay ! 
Oh ſtay / with thy inchanting preſence keep 
Theſe Hells, and this tormenting Rage aſleep; 
Once you were kind, on floury Beds you lay, 
In Bow'rs; like infant Nature, freſh and gay ; 
Wreathing the Mirtle Garlands for your Brows, 
Fixt on your looks, and liſtning to your Vows, 
All day I fate. —— 
Ore/. — Away bewitching fair ! 
Fatal, expenſive, ruinous as War. 
Shall I fit idle by my Scnate aw'd,. 
While Neighbouring Princes get renown abroad ? 
No, let me looſe, I ſhould the World o'recome;, 
Did not ill Subje&s keep me poor athome: 
I would be one of thoſe the Gods did make 
With reſtleſs Minds, to keep the World awake, 
A fam'd Deſtroyer. 
Cir. ——— Then come joyn' with me : 
I hate the World, and would deſtruftive be. 
At our command Plagues through the Earth ſhall range, 
War, new Religion, univerſal change, 
Hot fighting zeal, ambition, all that can 
Bring {wift.deſtrution on Ungrateful Man, 
Wing'd with our fury through the world ſhall flie ;: 
The World ! even lov'd by miſery ! butT 
Would ſee it loſt, Nature and Order die, 
See all conſume in Univerſal fire ; 
Injoy but him, and then my (elf expire. . 
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Oreſ. Oh noble rage / be ready Warriour ! prove 
That my great heart ſtoops to the Tyrant Love. 
Once the ſoft poyſon did infe& my Mind ; 

Like all new Lovers, diligent, and kind; 

At Circe's feet I lay, but (he is dead, 

Ando the Grave by Mourning Cpids lead : 
Shew me the Tomb that ſhall her Aſhes keep, 
There I will trueſt Penitence out weep. 

Cir. Mad as the Winds ! bring me the pow'rful juice | 
Which Herbs from the AEmoniar Vales produce, | 
Gather'd at ſacred hours, refreſh his Mind 
With that cool mixture, and the charm unbind; + 
Then bring the. Mighty Philters that excite 
The cold and tardy- Lover to delight : | 
Down fierce deſires, I wiſh and think too high. 
Nature, my Riots but this hour ſupply. 
Love's flowing Wealth I would at once conſume, 1 
Intail not my delights on years to come. | 

Oreſ. The Moon does ficken at ſome diſmal fight 3 
The Stars grow dim, ſhrowd me Eternal Night. 
Thou art 
My Mother's Ghoſt ſo melting with delire, 
Wild breathing ſhort her Brealts, and Eyes a fire, | 
She met th* Adulterer, Go bear to Hell, -þ 
That ſhallow plotting man, that would rebel! ; 

He that does factions in a City breed, 
Unfit thoſe Fations to adviſe or lead ; 
That diſcontented trifle burn and tear, 
But ho, thou ſacred Ghoſt, Oreſtes ſpare. 

Cir. Lam thy Mothers Ghoſt, but ſent from Heavn 

VVith order to pronounce thy Crimes forgiven. 

Thy fatal Murder is forgotten now, 

Shake off your Sorrows, and uncloud your brow, 
Reſt on my boſome, calm your poble Mind, 

The Pow'rs above bad me be ſoft and kind. {| Exbraces him, *\ 

Oreſ: Bleſt ſhade aml forgiven? away my fear, 
Zcal is deceiv'd to paint the Gods ſevere. 

Ler's ſeck the laſting home which Heav'n prepares: 
I am grown fick of life and mortal cares, 
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By the Earl of Rocaesrex. 


| The few from Wit have thistrue Maxim pot, 


That tis till better to be pleas'd then not, 


And therefore never their own Torment plot. 
While the Malitious Criticks flill agree 


To loath each Play they'come and pay to ſee ; 
The firſt know "tis a Meaner part of ſence 


To find a fault, then taſte an Excellence, 


: 


Therefore they praiſe-and ſtrive to like, while theſe 


Are dully vain of being hard to pleaſe. 
Poets and Women have an Equal Right 


To hate the Dull, who Dead to all Delight 
Feel pain alone, and have no Joy but ſpite. 


'Twas impotence did firſt this Vice begin, 
Fools cenſure Wit, as Old men rail. of Sin, 


; 


Who Envy Pleaſure, which they cannot taſte, 


And good for nothing, wou'd be wiſe at laſt. . 
Since therefore to the Women it appears, 
That all theſe Enemies of Wit are theirs, 


Our Poet the Dull herd no longer fears. 


: 


What &re his-fate may prove, "twill be his pride 


To ftand or fall, with Beauty on his fide. 
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CIRCE. 57 
Cir. Come, you ſhall be to a,calm Region brought, _ | i 
Where Wiſdom is no more difturb'd with thought,  ..'\ 
Where Valour reſts, we will ble Youth remove | 
To the forgetful careleſs ſhades of Love; 
In thin attire, ſuch as may- looſely fly, \ 
And hide no beauty from the [Lover's Eye. 
Trembling Ie come, you in my looks ſhall read 
In my ſhort ſighs and bluſhes what I_need, 
Then wel retire to feaſt qanev'ry ſweet, 
With which the Youthful do the Youthful meet 5 
Tird with delights——— 
Ores, —— Witneſs ye Pow'rs of Hell [ Starts from Circe. 
How juſtly my adulteroys Mother fell : DEI 
Thy luſt extends it ſelf beyond the Tomb, 


And thy inceſtuqus G 


and 
To temptthe Vertue 0 ra EEE 


No: Re Eel 
Hark,hark! my Father grgans/ a ou ry P 
He cries, Prepare to wi ', "Gs pare, prepare.” 
Kill, kill! th Adul 


Cir, ——— — Summon al Ot 
Furicsand Hell! the Sword HY Ove day heart, be fn - P 
EE 
Ores. Bind me with Fate, yet I the Chains will break, 
Are notall Women falſe ? Immortals! ſpeak. 
Falfer than Science 3 I to Death will run, - 
Their falſchoods and my Wretched Selfro ſhun. 


[Kills himſelf and dies. P5L a#dTph. run to him, 


Cir. te ! Wiſdom! guard me from the Tyrant Death. 

All Ma. No, Fate has muſt yield your Breath. 

Cir, Is it decreed? t RIP: © hey Nature call / 
Tell em they muſt prepare to my fall; 
Such Greatneſs. cannot, cannot fink alone. 
Diſſolve the Earth, threaten th' Immortal Throne. 
To its firſt Chaos Iet the World: return.” 
This ſolid Maſs ye darted Lightnings burn : 
Earths hollow Caverns let Fa. W: 
Burſt their dark Priſons, and 
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Each fatal Þ 
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Guard unfix the Poles, and tear 
Janet from bis ſhining Sphere. 


 J1ph. Why does my Glaſs of Life fo ſlowly run, 
The Miſerable even Death. does ſhun : 

Grief kills as ſlow as Age ; break ſtubborn heart 
Oh happy death, how . {till and calm thou art / * 
if gran ry | h fir 

yl. Move ſwiftly, Heaven with thy avenging fire, 

Whilſt in.the flame we'ahd the World expire. 
Cir, Deſtroy deſtroy,the Starry Thrones invade, 
I, like good p Kings, am ll obey'd: 

Muſt I put Nature off, and be refin'd? 

Become all ſpirit; thought, "immortal 'mmd: 

Can thought, our only torment here on Earth, 
Afﬀeord ſuch pleafiire at our ſecond Birth : . 
When we're im Heaven, I fear the pious boaſt, 
In Deaths dark Miſt let all of me be loſt, 


Horrid | 
? bk of 


/ The Stage is wholly darkew'd, and the City of a ſudden 


is a Fire. 


It Thun- 


ders, 


Dies. 


